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THE PRINCE OF PEACE. 



THE ETERNAL PURPOSE. 



REDEMPTION. 

The birth of Him that no beginning knew. 
Yet gives beginning to all that are born. 

And how the Infinite far greater grew. 
By growing less, and how the rising morn. 
That shot from heaven, did back to heaven return. 

The obsequies of Him that could not die. 

And death of life, end of eternity. 

How worthily He died, that died unworthily ; 

How God and Man did both embrace each other. 
Met in one person, heaven and earth did kiss, 

And how a Virgin did become a Mother, 

And bare that Son, who the world's Father is. 
And Maker of His mother, and how Bliss 

Descended from the bosom of the High, 

To clothe Himself in naked misery, 

Sailing at length to heaven, in earth, triumphantly ; 
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Is the first flame, wherewith my whiter Muse 
Doth burn in heavenly love, such love to tell. 

O Thou that didst this holy fire infuse. 

And taught'st this breast, but late the grave of hell. 
Wherein a blind and dead heart lived, to swell 

With better thoughts, send down those lights that lend 

Knowledge, how to begin and how to end 

The love, that never was nor ever can be penned. 

Giles Fletcher, 



THE SONG OF MERCY. 

" Who can forget, never to be forgot. 

The time, that all the world in slumber lies. 
When, like the stars, the singing angels shot 
To earth, and heaven awaked all his eyes. 
To see another sun at midnight rise. 
On earth ? was never sight of pareil fame. 
For God before, man like Himself did frame. 
But God Himself now like a mortal man became. 



** A child He was, and had not learnt to speak. 
That with His word the world before did make. 

His mother's arms Him bore. He was so weak. 

That with one hand the vaults of heaven could shake, 
See how small room my infant Lord doth take. 
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Whom all the world is not enough to hold. 
Who of His years or of His age hath told ? 
Never such age so young, never a Child so old. 

** And yet but newly He was infanted, 

And yet already He was sought to die. 
Yet scarcely born, already banished. 

Not able yet to go, and forced to fly. 

But scarcely fled away, when by and by 
The tyrant's sword with blood is all defiled. 
And Rachel, for her sons with fury wild. 
Cries, O thou cruel king ! and, O my sweetest child ! 

" Egypt His nurse became, where Nilus springs. 

Who straight, to entertain the rising sun. 
The hasty harvest in his bosom brings ; 

But now for drouth the fields were all undone. 

And now with waters all is overrun. 
So fast the Cynthian mountains poured their snow. 
When once they felt the sun so near them glow. 
That Nilus Egypt lost, and to a sea did grow. 

" The angels carolled loud their song of peace. 

The cursed oracles were strucken dumb. 
To see their Shepherd the poor shepherds press, 

T<i see their King the kingly Sophies come ; 

And them to guide unto his Master's home, 
A star comes dancing up the orient, 
That springs for joy over the strawy tent. 
Where gold, to make their Prince a crown, they all present. 
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" Young John, glad child, before he could be born. 
Leaped in ihe womb, his joy to prophesy ; 

Old Anna, though with age all spent and worn, 
Proclaims her Saviour to posceriiy ; 
And Simeon fast his dying notes doth ply. 

Oh, how the blessed souls aboui him trace ! 

It is the fire of heaven thou dost embrace, — 

Sing, Simeon, sing ! — sing, Simeon, sing apace !" 

With that the mighty thunder dropped away 

From God's unwary arm, now milder grown. 
And melted into tears, as if to pray 
For pardon and for pity, it had known, 
That should have been for sacred vengeance thrown : 
Thereto the armies angelic devowcd 
Their former rage, and all to Mercy bowed. 
Their broken weapons at her feet they gladly strowed. 
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" Bring, bring ye Graces, all your silver flaskets. 
Painted with tv^ry choicest flower that grows. 

That I may soon unflower your fragrant baskets. 
To strew the fields with odours where He goes. 
Let whatsoe'er he treads on be a rose." 

So down she let her eyelids fall, to shine 

Upon the rivers of bright Palestine, 

Whose woods drop honey, and her rivers skip with wine. 

Giles Fletcher. 



HUMILIATION. 

Lo He ! who, entering these foul cells of flesh. 

Us thralls to loose, our bondage undertook. 

Us sick to heal, our sicknesses endured. 

Us poor to help, our poverty assumed. 

Us dead to quicken, gave himself to death. 

Exile endured, us banished to restore. 

Thus shame by shame, thus wound by wound is cured ; 

Sickness slays sickness, death by death is chased ; 

He dies that lives, to bring the dead to life ; 

The heir departs, to make the bondsmen heirs ; 

Rich begs, strong faints, to make the poor abound ; 

The freeman serves, to make the servants free ; 

The high bends low, to make the low rise high ; 

The light grows dark, to make the dark grow bright ; 

That stars may rise, the true sun wans eclipsed. 
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Sickens the leech, to cure the sick by sickness ; 
Cedar to hyssop, heaven to earth conforms ; 
Giant to dwarf, to smoke light, rich to poor. 
Whole to sick, king to slave, purple to sackcloth. 
Lo He, who, pitying our lot, from halls 
Of his Eternal Father issuing, bore 
The foulness of our lot, sinless assumed 
Himself the smart, and damage of our guilt. . 

J. R, S, {from the Latin), 



A HYMN OF HEAVENLY LOVE. 

Love, lift me up upon thy golden wings 

From this base world unto thy heaven's height, 

Where I may see those admirable things 

Which there thou workest by thy sovereign might, 
Far above feeble reach of earthly sight. 

That I thereof an heavenly hymn may sing 

Unto the God of Love, high heaven's King. 

Many lewd lays (ah, woe is me the more !) 
In praise of that mad fit which fools call Love, 

I hav^e in the heat of youth made heretofore. 
That in light wits did loose affection move ; 
But all those follies now I do reprove. 

And turned have the tenor of my string. 

The heavenly praises of true Love to sing. 
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And ye that wont with greedy vain desire 

To read my fault, and, wondering at my flame. 

To warm yourselves at my wide sparkling fire. 

Since now that heat is quenched, quench my blame, 
And in her ashes shroud my dying shame ; 

For who my passed follies now pursues, 

Begins his own, and my old fault renews. 

Before this world's great frame, in which all things 
Are now contained, found any being-place. 

Ere flitting Time could wag his eyas wings 

About that mighty bound which doth embrace 
The rolling spheres, and parts their hours by space, 

That High Eternal Power, which now doth move 

In all these things, moved in itself by love. 

It loved itself, because itself was fair 
(For fair is loved), and of itself begot 

Like to itself his eldest Son and Heir, 
Eternal, pure, and void of sinful blot. 
The firstling of His joy, in whom no jot 

Of love's dislike or pride was to be found. 

Whom He therefore with equal honour crowned. 

With Him He reigned, before all time prescribed. 

In endless glory and immortal might. 
Together with that Third from them derived. 

Most wise, most holy, most Almighty Sprite ! 

Whose kingdom's throne no thoughts of earthly wight 
Can comprehend, much less my trembling verse 
With equal words can hope it to rehearse. 



Yet, O most blessed Spirit! pure lamp of light. 
Eternal spring of grace and wisdom true. 

Vouchsafe to shed into my barren sprite 
Some little drop of thy celestial dew, 
That may my rhymes with sweet infuse imbrue. 

And give me words equal unto my thought, 

To tell the marvels by thy mercy wrought. 

Yet being pregnant still with powerful grace. 
And full of fruitful love, that loves to get 

Things like himself, and to enlarge his race. 

His second brood, though not of power so great. 
Yet full of beauty, next He did beget. 

An infinite increase of angels bright. 

All glistering glorious in their Maker's light. 

To them the heaven's illimitable height 

(Not this round heaven, w^hich we from hence behold. 
Adorned with thousand lamps of burning light. 

And with ten thousand gems of shining gold) 

He gave as their inheritance to hold. 
That they might serve Him in eternal bliss. 
And be partakers of those joys of His. 

There they in their trinal triplicities 

About Him wait, and on His will depend. 

Either with nimble wings to cut the skies. 
When He them on His messages doth send. 
Or on His own dread presence to attend. 

Where they behold the glory of His light, 

And carol hymns of love both day and night. 
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Both day and night is unto them all one ; 
For He His beams doth unto them extend. 

That darkness there appearcth never none ; 

Nor hath their day, nor hath their bliss, an end. 
But there their termless time in pleasure spend ; 

Nor ever should their happiness decay. 

Had not they dared their Lord to disobey. 

But pride, impatient of long resting peace. 

Did puiF them up with greedy, bold ambition. 

That they 'gan cast their state how to increase 
Above the fortune of their first condition. 
And sit in God's own seat without commission : 

The brightest angel, even the Child of Light, 

Drew millions more against their God to fight. 

The Almighty, seeing their so bold assay. 
Kindled the flame of His consuming ire. 

And with His only breath them blew away 

From heaven's height, to which they did aspire. 
To deepest hell and lake of damned fire ; 

Where they in darkness and dread horror dwell. 

Hating the happy light from which they fell. 

So that next offspring of the Maker's love. 

Next to Himself in glorious degree, 
Degendering to hate, fell from above 

Through pride (for pride and love may ill agree). 

And now of sin to all ensample be : 
How then can sinful flesh itself assure. 
Since purest angels fell to be impure ? 
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But that Eternal Fount of love and grace. 
Still flowing forth His goodness unto all, 

Now seeing left a waste and empty place 

In His wide palace, through those angels' fall. 
Cast to supply the same, and to install 

A new unknowen colony therein. 

Whose root from earth's base groundwork should begin. 

Therefore of clay, base, vile, and next to nought. 
Yet formed by wondrous skill, and by His might. 

According to an heavenly pattern wrought. 

Which He had fashioned in His wise foresight. 
He man did make, and breathed a living sprite 

Into his face, most beautiful and fair. 

Endued with wisdom's riches, heavenly, rare. 

Such He him made, that he resemble might 
Himself, as mortal thing immortal could ; 

Him to be lord of every living wight. 

He made by love out of His own like mould, 
In whom He might His mighty self behold ; 

For Love doth love the thing beloved to see. 

That like itself in lovely shape may be. 

But man, forgetful of his Maker's grace 
No less than angels, whom he did ensue. 

Fell from the hope of promised heavenly place 
Into the mouth of Death, to sinners due. 
And all his offspring into thraldom threw. 

Where they for ever should in bonds remain 

Of never-dead, yet ever-dying pain ; 




Till that great Lord of love, which him at first 
Made of mere love, and after liked well. 

Seeing him lie like creature long accurst 
In that deep horror of despaired hell. 
Him, wretch, in dole would let no longer dwell, 

But cast out of that bondage to redeem, 

And pay the price, all were his debt extreme. 

Out of the bosom of eternal bliss. 

In which He reigned with His glorious Sire, 

He down descended, like a most demiss 
And abject thrall, in flesh's frail attire. 
That He for him might pay sin's deadly hire. 

And him restore unto that happy state 

In which he stood before his hapless fate. 

In flesh at first the guilt committed was. 
Therefore in flesh it must be satisfied : 

Nor spirit, nor angel, though they man surpass. 
Could make amends to God for man's misguide. 
But only man himself, who self did slide : 

So, taking flesh of sacred virgin's womb. 

For man's dear sake He did a man become. 

And that most blessed body, which was born 
Without all blemish or reproachful blame. 

He freely gave to be both rent and torn 
Of cruel hands, who with despiteful shame 
Reviling Him, that them most vile became. 

At length Him nailed on a gallow-tree, 

Alid slew the Just by most unjust decree. 



O huge and most unspeakable impression 

Of Love's deep wound, that pierced the piteous heart 
Of that dear Lord with so entire affection, 

And sharply lancing every inner part. 

Dolors of death into His soul did dart. 
Doing Him die that never i: deserved. 
To free His foes, that from His *hest had swerved ! 

What heart can feel least touch of so sore launch. 
Or thought can think the depth of so dear wound ? 

Whose bleeding source their streams yet never staunch, 
But still do flow, and freshly still redound. 
To heal the sores of sinful souls unsound. 

And cleanse the guilt of that infected crime 

Which was enrooted in all fleshlv slime. 

O blessed Well of Love ! O Flower of Grace ! 
O glorious Morning Star ! O Lamp of Light ! 

Most lively image of thy Father's face. 
Eternal King of Glory, Lord of Might, 
Meek Lamb of God, before all worlds behight. 

How can we Thee requite for all this good ? 

Or what can prize that Thy most precious blood ? 

Vet nought Thou ask'st in lieu of all this love, 
But love of us, for guerdon of thy pain : 

Ah, me ! what can us less than that behove ? 
Had He required life of us again. 
Had it been wrong to ask His own with gain ? 

He gave us life, He it restored lost ; 

Then life were least, that us so little cost. 
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But He our life hath left unto us free. 

Free that was thrall, and blessed that was banned ; 

Nor aught demands but that we loving be. 
As He Himself hath loved us aforehand. 
And bound thereto with an eternal band. 

Him first to love that us so dearly bought. 

And next our brethren, to His image wrought. 

Him first to love great right and reason is. 
Who first to us our life and being gave. 

And after, when we fared had amiss. 

Us wretches from the second death did save 
And last, the food of life, which now we have. 

Even He Himself, in His dear sacrament, 

To feed our hungry souls, unto us lent. 

Then next, to love our brethren, that were made 
Of that self mould and that self Maker's hand 

That we, and to the same again shall fade. 
Where they shall have like heritage of land. 
However here on higher steps we stand ; 

Which also were with self-same price redeemed 

That we, however of us light esteemed. 

And were they not, yet since that loving Lord -i 
Commanded us to love them for His sake. 

Even for His sake, and for His sacred word, 
Which in His last bequest He to us spake. 
We should them love, and with their needs partake ; 

Knowing that, whatsoe'er to them we give. 

We give to Him by whom we all do live. 
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Such mercy He by His most holy rede 
Unto us taught, and to approve it true, 

Ensamplcd it by His most righteous deed. 
Showing us mercy (miserable crew !) 
That we the like should to the wretches shew. 

And love our brethren ; thereby to approve 

How much Himself that loved us we love. 

Then rouse thyself, O Earth ! out of thy soil. 
In which thou wallowest like to filthy swine, 

And dost thy mind in dirty pleasures moil. 
Unmindful of that dearest Lord of thine ; 
Lift up to Him thy heavy, clouded eyne. 

That thou His sovereign bounty mayst behold, 

And read, through love. His mercies manifold. 

Begin from first, where He encradled was 
In simple cratch, wrapt in a wad of hay. 

Between the toilful ox and humble ass. 
And in what rags, and in how base array. 
The glory of our heavenly riches lay. 

When Him the silly shepherds came to see. 

Whom greatest princes sought on lowest knee. 

From thence read on the story of His life. 
His humble carriage. His unfaulty ways. 

His cancred foes. His fights, His toil. His strife. 
His pains. His poverty. His sharp assays. 
Through which He passed His miserable days. 

Offending none, and doing good to all. 

Yet being maliced both by great and small. 



^ 
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And look, at last, how of most wretched wights 

He taken was, betrayed, and false accused ; 
How with most scornful taunts and fell despites 

He was reviled, disgraced, and foul abused ; 

How scourged, how crowned, how buffeted, how bruised ; 
And, lastly, how *twixt robbers crucified. 
With bitter wounds through hands, through feet, and side ! 

Then let thy flinty heart, that feels no pain, 

Empierced be with pitiful remorse. 
And let thy bowels bleed in every vein 

At sight of His most sacred, heavenly corse. 

So torn and mangled with malicious force ; 
And let thy soul, whose sins His sorrows wrought. 
Melt into tears, and groan in grieved thought. 

With sense whereof, whilst so thy softened spirit 
Is inly touched, and humbled with meek zeal 

Through meditation of His endless merit. 
Lift up thy mind to the Author of thy weal, 
And to His sovereign mercy do appeal ; 

Learn Him to love that loved thee so dear. 

And in thy breast His blessed image bear. 

With all thy heart, with all thy soul and mind. 
Thou must Him love, and His behests embrace ; 

All other loves, with which the world doth blind 
Weak fancies, and stir up affections base. 
Thou must renounce and utterly displace, 

And give thyself unto Him full and free. 

That full and freely gave Himself for thee. 
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Then shale thou fed ihy spirJi so possessed. 
And ravished with devouring greac desire 

Of His dear self, that shaL thy feeble breast 
Inflame with love, and set [hee all on fire 
With burning zeal through every pare entin 

That in no earthly thing thou shak delight, 

Bui in His sweet and amiable sight. 




Thenceforth all world's desire will in thee die, 
And all earth's glory, on which men do gaze. 

Seem dirt and dross in ihy pure-sighted eye, 
Compared to that celestial beauty's blaze. 
Whose glorious beams all fleshly sense doth da7^ 
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With admiration of their passing light, 
Blinding the eyes and lumining the sprite. 

Then shall thy ravished soul inspired be 

With heavenly thoughts, far above human skill. 

And thy bright radiant eyes shall plainly see 
The idea of His pure glory present still 
Before thy face, that all thy spirits shall fill 

With sweet enragement of celestial love. 

Kindled through sight of those fair things above. 

Edmund Spenser, 



THE ETERNAL SON. 

" Man disobeying. 
Disloyal, breaks his fealty, and sins 
Against the high supremacy of Heaven, 
Affecting Godhead, and, so losing all. 
To expiate his treason hath nought left ; 
But to destruction sacred and devote. 
He, with his whole posterity, must die. 
Die he or Justice must ; unless for him 
Some other able, and as willing, pay 
The rigid satisfaction, death for death. 
Say, heavenly powers, where shall we find such love ? 
Which of ye will be mortal, to redeem 
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Man's mortal crime, and just the unjust to save ? 
Dwells in all heaven charity so dear ?" 

He asked, but all the heavenly quire stood mute, 
And silence was in heaven : on man's behalf 
Patron or intercessor none appeared. 
Much less that durst upon his own head draw 
The deadly forfeiture, and ransom set. 
And now without redemption all mankind 
Mtist have been lost, adjudged to death and hell 
By doom severe, had not the Son of God, 
In whom the fulness dwells of love divine. 
His dearest mediation thus renewed : 

" Father, thy word is past, man shall find grace ; 
And shall grace not find means, that finds her way. 
The speediest of thy winged messengers. 
To visit all thy creatures, and to all 
Comes unprevented, unimplored, unsought : 
Happy for man, so coming ; he her aid 
Can never seek, once dead in sins, and lost ; 
Atonement for himself, or offering meet. 
Indebted and undone, hath none to bring : 
Behold me, then ; me for him, life for life 
I ofi^er ; on me let thine anger fall ; 
Account me man ; I for his sake will leave 
Thy bosom, and this glory next to thee 
Freely put ofi-', and for him lastly die 
Well pleased ; on me let Death wreak all his rage : 
Under his gloomy power I shall not long 
Lie vanquished ; thou hast given me to possess 
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Lite in myself for ever ; by thee I live. 

Though now to Death I yield, and am his due 

All that of me can die : yet, that debt paid. 

Thou wilt not leave me in the loathsome grave 

His prey, nor sufter my unspotted soul 

For ever with corruption there to dwell ; 

But I shall rise victorious, and subdue 

My vanquisher, spoiled of his vaunted spoil ; 

Death his death's wound shall then receive, and stoop 

Inglorious, of his mortal sting disarmed. 

I through the ample air in triumph high 

Shall lead hell captive, maugre hell, and show 

The powers of darkness bound. Thou, at the sight 

Pleased, out of heaven shalt look down and smile. 

While, by thee raised, I ruin all my foes. 

Death last, and with his carcass glut the grave ; 

Then, with the multitude of my redeemed. 

Shall enter heaven, long absent, and, return. 

Father, to see thy face, wherein no cloud 

Of anger shall remain, but peace assured 

And reconcilement ; wrath shall be no more 

Thenceforth, but in thy presence joy entire.*' 

John Milton. 
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JUSTICE. 

" Thou in thy thought art pondering (as I deem. 
And what I deem is truth) how just revenge 
Could be with jusiiee punished : from which doubt 
I soon will free thee ; so thou mark my words ; 
For they of weighty matter shall possess thee. 
Through suffering not a curb upon the power 
That willed in him, to his own profiting. 
That man, who was unborn, condemned himself; 
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And, in himself, all, who since him have lived, 

His offspring : whence, below, the human kind 

Lay sick in grievous error many an age ; 

Until it pleased the Word of God to come 

Amongst them down, to His own person joining 

The nature from its Maker far estranged. 

By the mere act of His eternal love. 

Contemplate here the wonder I unfold. 

The nature with its Maker thus conjoined. 

Created first was blameless, pure, and good ; 

But, through itself alone, was driven forth 

From Paradise, because it had eschewed 

The way of truth and life, to evil turned. 

Ne'er then was penalty so just as that 

Inflicted by the cross, if thou regard 

The nature in assumption doomed ; ne'er wrong 

So great, in reference to Him, who took 

Such nature on Him, and endured the doom. 

So different effects flowed from one act : 

For by one death God and the Jews were pleased ; 

And heaven was opened, though the earth did quake. 

Count it not hard henceforth, when thou dost hear 

That a just vengeance was, by righteous court. 

Justly revenged. But yet I see thy mind, 

By thought on thought arising, sore perplexed ; 

And, with how vehement desire, it asks 

Solution of the maze. What I have heard. 

Is plain, thou sayest : but wherefore God this way 

For our redemption chose, eludes my search. 



I. 
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" Brother ! no eye of man not perfected. 
Nor fully ripened in the flame of love. 
May fathom this decree. It is a mark. 
In sooth, much aimed at, and but little kenned : 
And I will therefore show thee why such way 
Was worthiest. The celestial love, that spurns 
All envying in its bounty, in itself 
With such effulgence blazeth, as sends forth 
All beauteous things eternal. What distils 
Immediate thence, no end of being knows ; 
Bearing its seal immutably imprest. 
Whatever thence immediate falls, is free. 
Free wholly, uncontrollable by power 
Of each thing new: by such conformity 
More grateful to its author, whose bright beams. 
Though all partake their shining, yet in those 
Are liveliest, which resemble him the most. 
These tokens of pre-eminence on man 
Largely bestowed, if any of them fail, 
He needs must forfeit his nobility, 
No longer stainless. Sin alone is that, 
Which doth disfranchise him, and make unlike 
To the chief good ; for that its light in him 
Is darkened. And to dignity thus lost 
Is no return ; unless, where guilt makes void. 
He for ill pleasure pay with equal pain. 
Your nature, which entirelv in its seed 
Trangresscd, from these distinctions fell, no less 
Than from its state in Paradise ; nor means 
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Found of recovery (search all methods out 
As strictly as thou may) save one of these. 
The only fords were left through which to wade : 
Either, that God had of His courtesy 
Released him merely ; or else, man himself 
For his own folly by himself atoned. 

" Fix now thine eye, intently as thou canst. 
On the everlasting counsel ; and explore. 
Instructed by my words, the dread abyss. 

*' Man in himself had ever lacked the means 
Of satisfaction, for he could not stoop 
Obeying, in humility so low. 
As high, he, disobeying, thought to soar : 
And, for this reason, he had vainly tried. 
Out of his own sufficiency, to pay 
The rigid satisfaction. Then behoved 
That God should by His own ways lead him back 
Unto the life, from whence he fell, restored : 
By both His ways, I mean, or one alone. 
But since the deed is ever prized the more. 
The more the doer's good intent appears ; 
Goodness celestial, whose broad signature 
Is on the universe, of all its ways 
To raise ye up, was fain to leave out none. 
Nor» aught so vast or so magnificent, 
Either for him who gave or who received. 
Between the last night and the primal day. 
Was or can be. For God more bounty showed. 
Giving Himself to make man capable 
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Of his return to life, than had the terms 
Been mere and unconditional release. 
And for His justice, every method else 
Were all too scant, had not the Son of God 
Humbled Himself to put on mortal flesh." 



Dante, 



THE DELIVERER. 

So when of old the Almighty Father sate 

In council, to redeem our ruined state. 

Millions of millions, at a distance round. 

Silent, the sacred consistory crowned. 

To hear what mercy, mixed with justice, could propound: 

All prompt, with eager pity, to fulfil 

The full extent of their Creator's will. 

But when the stern conditions were declared, 

A mournful whisper through the host was heard. 

And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung down. 

Submissively declined the ponderous proffered crown. 

Then, not till then, the Eternal Son from high 

Rose in the strength of all the Deity; 

Stood forth to accept the terms, and underwent 

A weight which all the frame of heaven had bent. 

Nor he himself could bear, but as Omnipotent. 

John Dryden, 
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MESSIAH. 

Ye Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the song : 
To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains and the aylvan shades. 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aoiiian maids. 
Delight no more. — O Thou my voice inspire. 
Who touched Isaiah's hallowed lips with lire ! 




^^ 
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Rapt into future times, the Bard begun, 

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ! 

From Jesse's root behold a branch arise. 

Whose sacred flower with fragrance fills the skies. 

The aethereal spirit o'er its leaves shall move. 

And on its top descends the mystic Dove. 

Ye heavens, from high the dewy nectar pour. 

And in soft silence shed the kindly shower ! 

The sick and weak the healing plant shall aid. 

From storms ^ shelter, and from heat a shade. 

All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall fail ; 

Returning Justice lift aloft her scale ; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 

And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend. 

Swift fly the years, and rise the expected morn ! 

Oh, spring to light, auspicious Babe, be born ! 

See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 

With all the incense of the breathing spring : 

See lofty Lebanon his head advance. 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance. 

See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise. 

And Carmel's flowery top perfumes the skies ! 

Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 

Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears ! 

A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply. 

The rocks proclaim the approaching Deity. 

Lo earth receives Him from the bending skies ! 

Sink down, ye mountains ; and ye valleys, rise ; 

With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
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Be smooth, ye rocks ; ye rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear Him, ye deaf, and all ye blind behold ! 
He from thick films shall purge the visual ray. 
And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day : 
'Tis He the obstructed paths of sound shall clear. 
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear. 
The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego. 
And leap exulting like the bounding roc. 
No sigh, no murmur the wide world shall hear. 
From every face He wipes off every tear. 
In adamantine chains shall Death be bound. 
And Hell's grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care. 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air. 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 
By day o'ersees them, and by night protects ; 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms. 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms ; 
Thus shall mankind His guardian care engage. 
The promised Father of the future age. 
No more shall nation against nation rise. 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes. 
Nor fields with gleaming steel be covered o'er. 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend. 
And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end. 
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun : 
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Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield. 

And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field. 

The swain in barren deserts with surprise 

Scci lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise. 

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 

New fiills of water murmuring in his ear: 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes. 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 

Waste sundy valleys, once perplexed with thorn. 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn; 

To Icallcss shrubs the flowering palms succeed. 

And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead. 

And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet. 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake ; 

Pleased the green lustre of their scales survey. 

And with their forky tongue and pointless sting shall play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes ! 

Sec, a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on every side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

Sec barbarous nations at thy gates attend. 

Walk in thy light, and in thy Temple bend ; 

Sec thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings. 
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And heaped with products of Sabean springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow. 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

See heaven its sparkling portals wide display. 

And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 

No more the rising sun shall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn. 

But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays. 

One tide of glory, one unclouded biaze, 

O'crflow thy courts: the Light Himself shall shine 

Revealed, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 

Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 

But fixed His word. His saving power remains ; 

Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns. 

Alexander Pope, 



THE SAVIOUR. 

To conquer and to save, the Son of God 

Came to His own in great humility, 
Who wont to ride on cherub-wings abroad. 

And round Him wrap the mantle of the sky. 
The mountains bent their necks to form His road ; 

The clouds dropped down their fatness from on high ; 
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Beneath His feet the wild waves softly flowed. 
And the wind kissed His garment tremblingly ! 

The grave unbolted half his grisly door 

(For darkness and the deep had heard His fame. 
Nor longer might their ancient rule endure) ; 

The mightiest of mankind stood hushed and tame ; 
And, trooping on strong wing. His angels came 

To work His will, and kingdom to secure : 
No strength He needed save His Father's name ; 

Babes were His heralds, and His friends the poor. 

Reginald Heber. 
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THE ANNUNCIATION 



Unto the music of the spheres 

Let men and angels join in consort theirs. 

So great a messenger 

From heaven to earth 

Is seldom seen 

Attired in so much glory : 

A message welcome r. 

Fraught with more mirth. 

Hath never been 

Subject of any story. 
This by a double right, if any, may 
Be truly styled the world's birthday. 

The making of the world ne'er cost 
So dear by much, as to redeem it lost. 

God said but. Let it be / 

And everything 

Was made straightway 

So as He saw it good : 

But ere that He could see 

A course to bring 

Man gone astray 

To the place where He stood. 
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His wisdom, with His mercy, for man's sake. 
Against His justice part did lake. 

And the result was this day's news. 
Able the messenger himself to amuse. 

As well as her, to whom 

By him 'twas told. 

That though she were 

A Virgin pure, and knew 

No man, yet in her womb 

A son she should 

Conceive and bear. 

As sure as God was true. 
Such high place in His favour she possessed. 
Being among all women blessed. 



But blest especially in this. 

That she believed, and for eternal bliss 

Relied on Him, whom she 

Herself should bear. 

And her own son 

Took for her Saviour. 

And if there any be. 

That when they hear. 

As she had done 

Suit their behaviour. 
They may be blessed, as she was, and say 
'Tis their Annunciation-day. 

Christopher Harvey, 



The jfnnuTiciatian. 




Our hearts 


O blessed God, incline 


Thy true 


affection ta embrace. 


And that h 


miJity of Thine 


Which k 


r our sakes vouchsafed was. 


Thy goodn 


ss teach us to put on. 


As with 


our nature Thou wert clad, 


And so to mind what Thou hast done. 


That we 


may praise Thee, and be glad. 
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For Thou not only heldst it meet 

To send an angel from above. 
An humble maid on earth to greet. 

And bring the message of Thy love; 
But, laying (as it were) aside 

Those glories none can comprehend 
(Nor any mortal eyes abide). 

Into her womb Thou didst descend. 

Bestow Thou also Thy respect 

On our despised and low degree; 
And, Lord, oh, do not us neglect. 

Though worthy of contempt we be. 
But through Thy messengers prepare. 

And hallow so our hearts, we pray. 
That (Thou conceived being there) 

The fruits of faith bring forth we may. 

George Wither. 



Of royal line, of holy heart. 

But poor, and mean, and lowly bred. 
Was she upon whose mother-breast 

The Lord Christ laid His infant head. 

Beneath no lofty palace-roof 

The flower was nursed all bright and pure. 
Within whose fragrant cup lay hid 

That precious seed, a whole world's cure. 
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Beside the poor man's humble door 

His snowy wing the angel stayed ; 
And to the peasant's promised bride 

He said, " Hail, highly favoured maid ! " 

He spake of God's mysterious will; 

While marvelled much the maiden mild. 
As the rapt stranger gladly poured 

The wonders of her heaven-sent Child. 

Then meekly bowed the Virgin's head. 

As deep her thoughtful soul adored ; 
" Be it to me as thou hast said. 

Behold the handmaid of the Lord ! " 

Most loved, most favoured, whose young arm 

Was cradle for her Saviour's rest ; 
Above all women honoured high. 

Above all earthly creatures blest. 

Alas ! that human hearts have erred. 

Profaning her dear name with words 
That would have grieved her lowly heart. 

With prayers that should be all her Lord's. 

We bless her with a meeter love. 

And think the while, with awful praise. 

Who said, ** Yea, rather blest are they 

Who hear My word, and choose My ways." 

C. F. H. 
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Lowliest of women, and most glorified ! 

In thy still beauty, sitting calm and lone, 
A brightness round thee grew ; and by thy side. 

Kindling the air, a form ethereal shone. 

Solemn, yet breathing gladness. From her throne 
A queen had risen with more imperial eye ; 
A stately prophetess of victory 

From her proud lyre had struck a tempest's tone. 
For such high tidings as to thee were brought. 

Chosen of heaven ! that hour: but thou, oh, thou! 
E'en as a flower with gracious rains o er-fraught. 

Thy virgin head beneath its crown didst bow. 
And take to thy meek breast the all-holy Word, 
And own thyself the handmaid of the Lord. 

Mrs, Hemans, 



THE SONG OF THE VIRGIN. 

Yet as a sun-burst flushing mountain snow. 

Fell the celestial touch of fire ere long 
On the pale stillness of thy thoughtful brow. 

And thy calm spirit lightened into song. 

Unconsciously, perchance, yet free and strong. 
Flowed the majestic joy of tuneful words, 

Which living harps the choirs of heaven among 
Might well have linked with their divinest chords. 
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Full many a strain, borne far on glory's blast. 
Shall leave, where once its haughty music passed. 

No more to memory than a reed's faint sigh ; 
While thine, O childlike Virgin ! through all time 
Shall send its fervent breath o'er every clime. 

Being of God, and therefore not to die. 

Mrs. Hemans. 



MAGNIFICAT. 

My ravished soul extols His name, 

Who rules the world's admired frame : 

My spirit, with exalted voice. 

In God my Saviour shall rejoice : 

Who hath His glorious beams displayed. 

Upon a poor and humble maid. 

Me all succeeding ages shall 

The blessed Virgin-Mother call. 

The Great, great things for me hath wrought ; 

His sanctity past human thought. 

His mercy still reflects on those. 

Who in His truth their trust repose. 

He with His arm hath wonders shown : 

The proud in their own pride o'erthrown ; 

The mighty from their thrones dejects ; 

The lowly from the dust erects. 



The hungry are His welcome guests ; 
The rich excluded fram His feasis. 
He, mindt'ul of His promise, hath 
Maintained and crowned Israel's faiih : 
To Abraham promised, and decreed 
For ever lo his holy seed. 

George Sandys. 



V 




THE NATIVITY. 



ON THE MORNING OF CHRIST'S NATIVITY. 

I. 

This is the month, and this the happy morn. 
Wherein the Son of heaven's eternal King, 

Of wedded maid and virgin mother born. 
Our great redemption from above did bring ; 
For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He our deadly forfeit should release. 

And with His Father work us a perpetual peace. 

II. 

That glorious form, that light unsufFerable, 
And that far-beaming blaze of majesty. 

Wherewith He wont at heaven's high council- table 
To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 
He laid aside ; and here with us to be. 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day. 

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay 
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III. 

Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 
Afford a present to the infant God ? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain. 
To welcome Him to this His new abode. 
Now while the heaven by the sun's team untrod. 

Hath took no print of the approaching light. 

And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bright? 

IV. 

See how from far upon the eastern road 

The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet ; 

Oh, run, prevent them with thy humble ode. 
And lay it lowly at His blessed feet ; 
Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet. 

And join thy voice unto the angel quire. 

From out His secret altar touched with hallowed fire. 



The Hymn. 

I. 

It was the winter wild, 

While the heaven-born Child, 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Nature in awe to Him 

Had dofled her gaudy trim. 
With her great Master so to sympathise : 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 
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II. 

Only with speeches fair 

She woos the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innocent snow, 

And on her naked shame. 

Pollute with sinful blame. 
The saintly veil of maiden white to throw 
Confounded that her Maker's eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

III. 

But He her fears to cease. 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace, 
She, crowned with olive-green, came softly sliding 

Down through the turning sphere. 

His ready harbinger. 
With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing, 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 

IV. 

No war or battle's sound 

Was heard the world around. 
The idle spear and shield were high up hung. 

The hooked chariot stood 

Unstained with hostile blood. 
The trumpet spake not to the armed throng, 
And kings sat still with awful eye. 
As if they surely, knew their sovereign Lord was bv. 
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V. 



But peaceful was the night 

Wherein the Prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began : 

The winds with wonder whist, 

Smoothly the waters kissed. 
Whispering new joys to the mild ocean. 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave. 
While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed' wave. 



VI. 

The stars with deep amaze 

Stand fixed in steadfast gaze, 
Bending one way their precious influence, 

And will not take their flight. 

For all the morning light. 
Or Lucifer, that often warned them thence ; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
.Until their Lord Himself bespake, and bid them go. 

VII. 

And though the shady gloom 

Had given day her room. 
The sun himself withheld his wonted speed. 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his inferior flame 
The new enlightened world no more should need ; 
He saw a greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throne or burning axletree could bear. 




The Nativity. 



The shepherds on ihe lawn. 

Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row j 




Full little thought they then. 

That the mighty Pan 
Was kindly come to live with them IkIow ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep. 
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 



so 
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IX. 

When such music sweet 

Their hearts and ears did greet. 
As never was by mortal finger strook. 

Divinely-warbled voice 

Answering the stringed noise. 
As all their souls in blissful rapture took : 
The air such pleasure loth to lose. 
With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close. 

X. 

Nature that heard such sound 

Beneath the hollow round 
Of Cynthia's seat, the airy region thrilling. 

Now was almost won 

To think her part was done. 
And that her reign had here its last fulfilling ; 
She knew such harmony alone 
Could hold all heaven and earth in happier union. 



XI. 



At last surrounds their sight 

A globe of circular light. 
That with long beams the shame-faced night arrayed. 

The helmed cherubim 

^pd s worded seraphim, 
Alt fetn in glittering ranks with wings displayed. 
Harping in loud and solemn quire. 
With unexpressive notes to heaven's new-born heir. 
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XII. 

Such music (as 'tis said) 

Before was never made. 
But when of old the sons of morning sung. 

While the Creator great 

His constellations set. 
And the well-balanced world on hinges hung. 
And cast the dark foundations deep. 
And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 

XIII. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres. 

Once bless our human ears 
(If ye have power to touch our senses so). 

And let your silver chime 

Move' in melodious time ; 
And let the bass of heaven's deep organ blow. 
And with your ninefold harmony. 
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

XIV. 

For if such holy song 

Enwrap our fancy long. 
Time will run back and fetch the age of gold. 

And speckled vanity 

Will sicken soon and die. 
And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould. 
And hell itself will pass away. 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 
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XV. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 

Will down return to men, 
Orbed in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 

Mercy will sit between. 

Throned in celestial sheen. 
With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering. 
And heaven, as at some festival. 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 

XVI. 

But wisest Fate says. No, 

This must not yet be so. 
The Babe lies yet in smiling infancy. 

That on the bitter cross 

Must redeem our loss ; 
So both Himself and us to glorify : 
Yet first to those ychained in sleep. 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep 




XVII. 

With such a horrid clang 

As on Mount Sinai rang. 
While the red fire and smould'ring clouds outbrake : 

The aged earth aghast. 

With terror of that blast, ' 
Shall from the surface to the centre shake : 
When, at the world's last session. 
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread His throne. 
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XVIII. 

And then at last our bliss 

Full and perfect is. 
But now begins ; for from this happy day 

The old Dragon under ground. 

In straiter limits bound. 
Not half so far casts his usurped sway. 
And, wroth to see his kingdom fail. 
Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

XIX. 

The Oracles are dumb. 

No voice or hideous hum 
Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving. 

Apollo from his shrine 

Can no more divine. 
With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance or breathed spell 
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell. 

XX. 

The lonely mountains o*er. 

And the resounding shore, 
A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament ; 

From haunted spring, and dale 

Edged with poplar pale. 
The parting Genius is with sighing sent. 
With flower-inwoven tresses torn. 
The nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn. 
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In consrcratei] nrih. 
And on the holy hearth. 
The Lars and Lemurcs moan with midnight plain 




In urns and altars round, 

A drear and dying sound 
Affrights the Flamins at their service quaint \ 
And the chill marble seems to sweat. 
While each peculiar power forgoes his wor.ted 
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XXII. 

Peor and Baalim 

Forsake their temples dim. 
With that twice-battered god of Palestine, 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heaven's queen and mother both. 
Now sits not girt with tapers holy shine, 
The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn. 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Tammuz mourn. 

XXIII. 

And sullen Moloch fled. 

Hath left in shadows dread. 
His burning idol all of blackest hue ; 

In vain with cymbals* ring 

They call the grisly king. 
In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 
Isis and Orus, and the dog Anubis haste. 

XXIV. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or green. 
Trampling the unshowered grass with lowings loud : 

Nor can he be at rest 

Within his sacred chest. 
Nought but profoundest hell can be his shroud. 
In vain with timbrelled anthems dark 
The sable-stoled sorcerers bear his worshipped ark. 
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XXV. 

He feels from Juda's land 

The dreaded Infant's hand. 
The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyne ; 

Nor all the gods beside. 

Longer dare abide. 
Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine : 
Our Babe, to show His Godhead true, 
Can in His swaddling-bands control the damned' crew. 

XXVI. 

So when the sun in bed. 

Curtained with cloudy red. 
Pillows his chin upon an orient wave. 

The flocking shadows pale. 

Troop to the infernal jail. 
Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave. 
And the yellow-skirted fays 
Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze. 

XXVII. 

But see, the Virgin blest 

Hath laid her Babe to rest ; 
Time is our tedious song should here have ending : 

Heaven's youngest teemed star 

Hath fixed her polished car. 
Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending : 
And all about the courtly stable. 
Bright -harnessed angels sit in order serviceable. 

John Milton, 
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I SING the birth was born to-night. 
The Author both of life and light. 

The angels so did sound it ; 
And like the ravished shepherds said. 
Who saw the light and were afraid. 

Yet searched, and true they found it. 

The Son of God, the eternal King, 
That did us all salvation bring. 

And freed the soul from danger ; 
He whom the whole world could not take. 
The Word, which heaven and earth did make. 

Was now laid in a manger. 

The Father's wisdom willed it so. 
The Son's obedience knew no No, 

Both wills were in one stature ; 
And as that wisdom had decreed. 
The Word was now made flesh indeed. 

And took, on Him our nature. 

What comfort by Him do we win. 
Who made Himself the price of sin. 

To make us heirs of glory ! 
To see this Babe, all innocence, 
A martyr born in our defence : 

Can man forget this story ? 

Ben Jonson, 
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The shepherds went their hasty way. 

And found the lowly stable-shed 
Where the virgin-mother lay : 

And now they checked their eager tread. 
For to the Babe, that at her bosom clung, 
A mother's song the virgin-mother sung. 

They told her how a glorious light. 

Streaming from a heavenly throng, 
Around them shone, suspending night ! 

While sweeter than a mother's song. 
Blest angels heralded the Saviour's birth. 
Glory to God on high ! and peace on earth. 

She listened to the tale divine. 

And closer still the Babe she pressed : 

And while she cried. The Babe is mine ! 
The milk rushed faster to her breast : 

Joy rose within her like a summer's morn ; 

Peace, peace on earth ! the Prince of Peace is born ! 

Thou mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Poor, simple, and of low estate ! 
That strife should vanish, battle cease. 

Oh, why should this thy soul elate ? 
Sweet music's loudest note, the poet's story, — 
Didst thou ne'er love to hear of fame and glory ? 
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And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero clad in mail ? 
Beneath his footsteps laurels spring ; 

Him earth's majestic monarchs hail 
Their friend, their playmate ! and his bold bright eye 
Compels the maiden's love-confessing sigh. 

" Tell this in some more courtlv scene. 

To maids and youths in robes of state ! 
I am a woman poor and mean. 

And therefore is my soul elate. 
War is a ruffian, all with guilt defiled. 
That from the aged father tears his child ! 

" A murderous fiend, by fiends adored. 

He kills the sire and starves the son ; 
The husband kills, and from her board 

Steals all his widow's toil had won ; 
Plunders God's world of beauty ; rends away 
All safety from the night, all comfort from the day. 

" Then wisely is my soul elate. 

That strife should vanish, battle cease : 
I 'm poor and of a low estate. 

The mother of the Prince of Peace. 
Joy rises in me, like a summer's morn : 
Peace, peace on earth ! the Prince of Peace is born ! " 

Samuel T, Coleridge. 



6o The Nativity. 




NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP. 

Behold a silly tender Babe, 

In freezing winter night. 
In homely manger trembling lies ; 

Alas, a piteous sight ! 
The inns are full, no man will yield 

This little Pilgrim bed ; 
But forced He is with silly beasts. 

In crib to shroud His head. 
Despise Him not for lying there. 

First what He is inquire : 
An orient pearl is often found 

In depth of dirty mire. 
Weigh not His crib. His wooden dish. 

Nor beasts that by Him feed : 
Weigh not His mother's poor attire. 

Nor Joseph's simple weed. 
This stable is a prince's court. 

The crib His chair of state : 
The beasts are parcel of His pomp. 

The wooden dish His plate. 
The persons in that poor attire 

His royal liveries wear ; 
The Prince Himself is come from heaven ; 

This pomp is prized there. 
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With joy approach, O Christian wight. 

Do homage to thy King ; 
And highly praise His humble pomp. 

Which He from heaven doth bring. 

Robert SoutbtvelL 



Virgin- BORN ! we bow before Thee ! 
Blessed was the womb that bore Thee ! 
Mary, mother meek and mild. 
Blessed was she in her child ! 

Blessed was the breast that fed Thee ! 
Blessed was the hand that led Thee ! 
Blessed was the parent's eye 
That watched Thy slumbering infancy ! 

Blessed she by all creation. 

Who brought forth the world's Salvation I 

And blessed they, for ever blest. 

Who love Thee most and serve Thee best ! 

Virgin-born ! we bow before Thee ! 
Blessed was the womb that bore Thee ! 
Mary, mother meek and mild. 
Blessed was she in her Child ! 

Reginald Heber 
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I. 

As en the night before this happy morn, 

A blessed angel unto shepherds told. 
Where (in a stable) He was poorly born. 

Whom, nor the earth nor heaven of heavens can hold : 
Through Bethlehem rung 

This news at their return ; 
Yea, angels sung 

That God with us was born : 
And they made mirth because we should not mourn. 

CHORUS. 

Their angel-carol sing we then. 
To God on high all glory be. 
For peace on earth bestoweth He, 

And showeth favour unto men. 

II. 
This favour Christ vouchsafed for our sake. 

To buy us thrones He in a manger lay. 
Our weakness took, that we His strength might take. 
And was disrobed that He might us array : 
Our flesh He wore. 

Our sin to wear away ; 
Our curse He bore. 

That we escape it may : 
And wept for us, that we might sing for aye. 
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CHORUS. 

With angels therefore sing again. 

To God on high all glory be ! 

F'or peace on earth bestoweth He, 
And showeth favour unto men. 

George Wither, 



For Thou wert born of woman ! Thou didst come, 
O Holiest ! to this world of sin and gloom. 

Not in Thy dread omnipotent array ; 
And not by thunders strewed 
Was Thy tempestuous road ; 

Nor indignation burnt before Thee on Thy way. 
But Thee, a soft and naked child. 
Thy mother undefiled, 
In the rude manger laid to rest 
From oiFher virgin breast. 

The heavens were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air ; 

Nor stooped their lamps the enthroned fires on high 
A single, silent star. 
Came wandering from afar. 

Gliding unchecked and calm along the liquid sky ; 
The Eastern sages leading on 
As at a kingly throne. 
To lay their gold and odours sweet 
Before Thy infant feet. 
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The earth and ocean were not hushed to hear 
Bright harmony from every starry sphere ; 

Nor at Thy presence brake the voice of song 
From all the cherub choirs, 
And seraphs* burning lyres. 

Poured through the host of heaven the charmed clouds along. 
One angel- troop the strain began. 
Of all the race of man 
By simple shepherds heard alone. 
That soft hosanna*s tone. 

Henry H. Milman, 



What sudden blaze of song 

Spreads o'er the expanse of heaven ? 
In waves of light it thrills along. 
The angelic signal given : 
" Glory to God ! '' from yonder central lire 
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the starry quire ; 

Like circles widening round 
Upon a clear blue river. 
Orb after orb, the wondVous sound 
Is echoed on for ever : 
** Glory to God on high, on earth be peace. 
And love towards men of love — salvation and release !" 
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Yet stay before thou dare 

To join that festal throng ; 
Listen, and mark what gentle air 
First stirred the tide of song ; 
'Tis not " the Saviour born in David's home, 
'* To whom for power and health obedient worlds should come : '* 

'Tis not, " the Christ the Lord :" — 

With fixed adoring look 
The choir of angels caught the word, 
Nor yet their silence broke : 
But when they heard the sign, where Christ should be, 
In sudden light they shone and heavenly harmony. 

Wrapped in His swaddling-bands. 

And in His manger laid. 
The hope and glory of all lands 
Is cbme to the world's aid : 
No peaceful home upon His cradle smiled. 
Guests rudely went and came, where slept the royal Child. 

But where Thou dwellest. Lord, 
No other thought should be ; 
Once duly welcomed and adored. 
How should I part with Thee ? 
Bethlehem must lose Thee soon, but Thou wilt grace 
The single heart to be Thy sure abiding-place. 

Thee, on the bosom laid 

Of a pure virgin mind. 
In quiet ever and in shade. 

Shepherd and sage may find ; 
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They who have bowed untaught to Nature's sway. 
And they who follow Truth along her star-paved way. 

The pastoral spirits first 

. Approach Thee, Babe divine. 

For they in lowly thoughts are nursed. 
Meet for Thy lowly shrine : 
Sooner than they should miss where Thou dost dwell. 
Angels from heaven will stoop to guide them to Thy cell. 

Still, as the day comes round 

For Thee to be revealed. 
By wakeful shepherds Thou art found. 
Abiding in the field. 
All through the wintry heaven and chill night air. 
In music and in light Thou dawnest on their prayer. 

Oh, faint not ye for fear ! 

What though your wandering sheep. 
Reckless of what they see and hear. 
Lie lost in wilful sleep ? 
High heaven, in mercy to your sad annoy. 
Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy. 

Think on the eternal home 

The Saviour left for you ; 
Think on the Lord most holy, come 
To dwell with hearts untrue : 
So shall ye tread untired His pastoral ways. 
And in the darkness sing your carol of high praise. 

John Keble. 
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Hark ! hear you nor a cheerful noise, 

That makes heaven's vault ring shrill with joys ? 

See where, like stars, bright angels fiy. 

And thousand heavenly echoes cry ! 

So loud they chaunt, that down to earth 

Innocent children hear their mirth. 

And sing with them, what, none can say. 

For joy their Prince is born this day : 

Their Prince, their God, like one of those, 

Is made a child and wrapt in cluthcs. 
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All this is in Time's fulness done : 

We have a Saviour, God a Son ! 

Heaven, earth, babes, shepherds, angels sing : 

Oh, never was such carolling ! 

Hark ! how they all sing at His birth. 

Glory to God, and peace on earth ! 

Up, then, my soul, thy part desire. 

And sing, though but a bass, in this sweet quire. 

William Austin. 



When Jordan hushed his waters still. 

And silence slept on Zion hill ; 

When Bethlehem's shepherds through the night 

Watched o'er their flecks by starry light : 

Hark ! from the midnight hills around, 
A voice of more than mortal sound 
In distant hallelujahs stole. 
Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul. 

Then swift to every startled eye. 
New streams of glory light the sky ; 
Heaven burst her azure gates to pour 
Her spirits to the midnight hour. 
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On wheels of light, on wings of flame. 
The glorious hosts of Zion came ; 
High heaven with songs of triumph rang. 
While thus they struck their harps and sang : 

Oh, Zion ! lift thy raptured eye. 
The Jong-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of Nature rise again. 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

See, Mercy from her golden urn 
Pours a rich stream to them that mourn ; 
Behold, she binds, with tender care. 
The bleeding bosom of Despair! 

He comes ! to cheer the trembling heart ; 
Bids Satan and his host depart : 
Again the Day-star gilds the gloom. 
Again the bowers of Eden bloom ! 

Oh, Zion ! lift thy raptured eye. 
The long-expected hour is nigh ; 
The joys of Nature rise again. 
The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

Thomas Campbell, 
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A SONG of joy unto the Lord we sing, 

And publish forth the favours He hath shown. 
We sing His praise, from whom all joy doth spring, 
And tell abroad the wonders He hath done. 
For such were never since the world begun. 
His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

As on this day the Son of God was born. 

The blessed Word was then incarnate made ; 
The Lord to be a servant held no scorn ; 
The Godhead was with human nature clad. 
And flesh a throne above all angels had. 

His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

Our sin and sorrows on Himself He took. 
On us His bliss and goodness to bestow : 
To visit earth. He heaven awhile forsook ; 
And to advance us high, descended low ; 
But with the sinful angels dealt not so. 

His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

A maid conceived, whom man had never known ; 

The fleece was moistened, where no rain had been 
A virgin she remains that had a son : 



^ 



The Nativity, 71 



The bush did flame that still remained green : 
And this befel when God with us was seen. 
His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

For sinful men all this to pass was brought. 

As, long before, the Prophets had forespoke : 
So he, that first our shame and ruin wrought. 

Once bruised our heel, but now his head is broke : 
And He hath made us whole who gave that stroke. 
His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

The Lamb hath played devouring wolves among. 

The Morning Star of Jacob doth appear ; 
From Jesse's root our tree of life is sprung, 
And all God's words in Him fulfilled are ; 
Yet we are slack His praises to declare. 

His love, therefore, oh ! let us all confess. 
And to the sons of men His works express. 

George Wither, 
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Was not Christ our Saviour 

Sent unto us from God above. 
Not for our good behaviour. 

But only of His mercy and love? 
If this be true, as true it is. 

Truly indeed ; 
Great thanks to God to yield for this 

Then had we need. 

This did our God for very troth. 

To train to Him the soul of man. 
And justly to perform His oath 

To Sarah and to Abraham then. 
That through His seed all nations should 

Most blessed be. 
As in due time performed. He would 

All flesh should see. 

Wjiich wondrously is brought to pass. 

And in our sight already done. 
By sending as His promise was 

(To comfort us). His only Son; 
Even Christ, I mean, that Virgin's Child, 

In Bethlehem born : 
That Lamb of God, that Prophet mild. 

With crowned thorn. 
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Such was His love to save us all 

From dangers of the curse of God, 
That we stood in by Adam's fall. 

And by our own deserved rod : 
That through His blood and holy name, 

All that believe. 
And fly from sin, and abhor the same. 

Shall grace receive. 

For this glad news this feast doth bring. 

To God, the Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Let man give thanks, rejoice and sing, 

From world to world, from coast to coast : 
For other gifts in many ways 

That God doth send. 
Let us in Christ give God the praise. 

Till life shall end. 



Thomas Tusser, 



Come, ye redeemed of the Lord, 
Your grateful tribute bring ; 

And celebrate with one accord 
The birthday of our King ! 

Let us with humble hearts repair 
(Faith will point out the road) 

To little Bethlehem, and there 
Adore our infant God. 
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In swaddling-bands the Saviour view, 
Let none this weakness scorn ; 

The feeblest heart shall hell subdue 
Where Jesus Christ is born. 

No pomp adorns, no sweets perfume 
The place where Christ is laid ; 

A stable serves Him for His room, 
A manger is His bed. 

The crowded inn, like sinners' hearts, 

(Oh, ignorance extreme !) 
For other guests of various sorts 

Had room, but none for Him. 

But see what different thoughts arise 
In ours and angels' breasts ! 

To hail His birth they left the skies. 
We lodged Him with the beasts. 

Yet let believers cease their fears. 
Nor envy heavenly powers ; 

If sinless innocence be theirs. 
Redemption all is ours. 



J. Hart, 
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From heaven above to earth I come 
To bear good news to every home ; 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
Whereof I now will say and sing : 

To you, this night, is born a child 
Of Mary, chosen mother mild ; 
This little child, of lowly birth, 
Shall be the joy of all your earth. 

'T is Christ our God, who far on high 
Hath heard your sad and bitter cry ; 
Hhnself will your Salvation be. 
Himself from sin will make you free. 

He brings those blessings, long ago 
Prepared by God for all below ; 
Henceforth, His kingdom open stands 
To you, as to the angel-bands. 

These are the tokens ye shall mark. 
The swaddling-clothes and manger dark ; 
There shall ye find the young child laid. 
By whom the heavens and earth were made. 

Now let us all with gladsome cheer 
Follow the shepherds, and draw near. 
To see this wondrous gift of God, 
Who hath His only Son bestowed. 
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Give heed, my heart, lift up thine eyes ! 
Who is it in yon manger lies ? 
Who is this child so young and fair r 
The blessed Christ-child lieth there. 

Welcome to earth. Thou noble guest. 
Through whom e'en wicked men are blest ! 
Thou comest to share our miserv. 
What can we render. Lord, to Thee ? 

Ah, Lord, who hast created all. 
How hast Thou made Thee weak and small. 
That Thou must choose Thy infant bed 
Where ass and ox but lately fed ! 

Were earth a thousand times as fair, 
Beset with gold and jewels rare. 
She yet were far too poor to be 
A narrow cradle. Lord, for Thee. 

For velvets soft and silken stuff 
Thou hast but hay and straw so rough. 
Whereon Thou King, so rich and great. 
As 'twere Thy heaven, art throned in state. 

Thus hath it pleased Thee to make plain 
The truth to us poor fools and vain, 
• That this world's honour, wealth, and might. 
Are nought and worthless in Thy sight. 
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Ah ! dearest Jesus, Holy Child, 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled. 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 

My heart for very joy doth leap. 
My lips no more can silence keep ; 
I too must sing with joyful tongue 
That sweetest ancient cradle-song : 

Glory to God in highest heaven. 
Who unto man His Son hath given ! 
While angels sing with pious mirth 
A glad New Year to all the earth. 

Luther, trnmlated by C. Winktoorth. 



The midnight is as bright as day ! 
On earth flames wide a stranger ray ! 
And yet no meteor wanders nigh. 
No moon floats through Judea's sky ! 
But there is on the face of night 
A mellow, pure, and holy light ; 
Each moment holier, purer flowing. 
But with a tender radiance glowing ; 
And on the shepherds' startled view 
Are forms of glory breaking through 
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Those floods of splendour ; throng on throng 

Uplifting a triumphant song ! 

Ne'er flowed such strains on earthly gale. 

O'er breezy hill, or listening vale. 

Before ; nor shall such sounds again 

Break on the raptured ear of man. 

Till, rising to his native sky. 

He put on immortality. 

It came, that glorious embassy. 
To hail the Incarnate Mystery ! 
For this awoke that glorious hymn 
From glowing lips of Seraphim ! 
For this — adown the radiant sky. 
From bowers of bliss — from worlds on high, 
Appeared, upborne on wings of fire. 
That seraph host — that angel-choir. 

For this, too, flamed o'er Bethlehem, 
The brightest in night's diadem. 
That mystic star whose pilot-ray 
Illumed the magi's doubtful way ; 
Bright wanderer through the fields of air. 
Which led the inquiring sages where. 
Cradled within a worthless manger. 
Slept on that morn the immortal Stranger. 

He might have come in regal pomp. 
With pealing of archangel trump. 
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An angel-blast as loud and dread y 

As that which shall awake the dead ; 

His lightning might have scared the night. 

Streaming insufterable light ; 

His thunder, deepening, peal on peal. 

Have made earth to her centre reel ; 

Deep voices, such as shook with fear. 

At Sinai's base, the favoured seer ; 

The wing of whirlwind might have borne Him ; 

The trampling earthquake gone before Him : 

He might have come, that Holy One, 

With millions round His awful throne. 

Countless as are the sands that lie 

On burning plains of Araby ; 

And, armed for vengeance, who could stand 

Before each conquering red right hand ? 

He came not thus ; no earthquake shock 
Shivered the everlasting reck ; 
No trumpet-blast nor thunder-peal. 
Made earth through all her regions reel : 
And but for the mysterious voicing 
Of that unearthly choir rejoicing, 
And but for that strange herald gem. 
The star which burned o'er Bethlehem, 
The shepherds, on His natal morn. 
Had known not that the God was born. 
There were no terrors, for the song 
Of peace rose from the seraph throng ; 
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On wings of love He came; — to save. 
To pluck pale terror from the grave ! 
And, on the blood-stained Calvary, 
He won for man the victory ! * 

iV. T. Carrington, 



Peace ! and to all the world ! Sure One 

And He the Prince of peace, hath none! 

He travails to be born, and then 

Is born to travail more again. 

Poor Galilee, thou canst not be 

The place for His nativity. 

His restless mother's called away. 

And not delivered till she pay. 

t 

A tax ! 'tis so still. We can see 
The Church thrive in her misery. 
And, like her head at Bethlehem, rise. 
When she oppressed with troubles lies. 
Rise ? — Should all fall we cannot be 
In more extremities than He. 
Great Type of passions ! Come what will. 
Thy grief exceeds all copies still. 

Thou earnest from heaven to earth, that we 
Might go from earth to heaven with Thee : 
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And though Thou found'st no welcome here. 
Thou didst provide us mansions there. 
A stable was Thy court, and when 
Men 4urned to beasts, beasts would be men . 
They were Thy courtiers, others none ; 
And their poor manger was Thy throne. 
No swaddling silks Thy limbs did fold. 
Though Thou couldst turn Thy rags to gold. 
No rockers waited on Thy birth. 
No cradles stirred, nor songs of mirth ; 
But her chaste lap and sacred breast, 
• Which lodged Thee first, did give Thee rest. 

But, stay ! what light is that doth stream 

And drop here in a gilded beam ? 

It is Thy star runs page, and brings 

Thy tributary Eastern kings. 

Lord ! grant some light to us, that wc 

May find with them the way to Thee. • 

Behold what mists eclipse the day ! 

How dark it is ! Shed down one ray. 

To guide us out of this dark night. 

And say once more, " Let there be light !" 

Henry Vaughan. 
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PRUDENTIUS' CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

That childish whimper went before 
The springtime of the freshening earth. 
When Nature woke to second birth, 

And shook herself from sloth once more. 

I see the teeming of the land. 

The green sward gemmed with purple bells ; 

Zephyrs of nard and spicy smells. 
Float by me from the stale sea-sand. 

All rugged and unkindly things. 

Perceive thy coming, gracious Child ; 
And recks forgetting to be wild, 

Are green with grass, that o*er them springs. 

Down craggy fronts soft honey creeps ; 
Down its hard rind with musky sweat 
The wrinkled oak is strangely wet ; 

In tears of balm the tamarisk weeps. 

O sacred cradle. Mighty King, 

In stall of oxen laid for Thee, 

Sacred for ever held to be 
By men and by each meaner thing. 
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For e'en the bestial kinds adore. 

Gathered in congregation rude, 

Little know they of ill or good. 
They eat and drink, and nothing more. 

But though, on fire with loyal zeal. 
The shepherds to the stall repair. 
And tliough the very brutes are there, 

And e*en the brutes have learned to feel ; 

Nation to whom is born this Child, 

Loathest thou a present Gcd to see ? 

Scornest thou ? What drugs have wildered thee ? 
Or what mad fantasy beguiled ? 

Why wilt thou by thy sin be lost ? 

Confess, if still remain behind. 

One impulse of a sounder mind. 
The Captain of Jehovah's Host. 

Him whom the midwife and the stall. 

The Virgin's wondrous pregnancy. 

The cradle and the babbling cry. 
Have rendered to be Lord of all ; 

Him, sinner, shalt thou see again 

Seated upon the thundrous cloud ; 

And seeing weep with wailings loud 
Thy sin — with wailings loud and vain. 
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When that dire signal shall be given, 

For earth to melt with fervent heat. 

And the cleft firmament unseat 
The keystone of the arch of heaven. 

Then He, pre-eminently bright. 

To each his true desert shall pay ; 

To these the everlasting day. 
To these the fire and outer night. 

Then, Salem, thou shalt taste in pain 
The lightnings of His cross, and find 
Whom, through thy spite, the grave could bind. 

But not the grave itself detain. 

J. R. S, (from the Latin). 



" Run, shepherds, run, where Bethlehem blest appears. 

We bring the best of news, be not dismayed, 
A Saviour there is born, more old than years. 

Amidst heaven's rolling heights this earth who stayed ; 

In a poor cottage inned, a virgin maid 
A weakling did Him bear, who all upbears ; 

There is He poorly swaddled, in manger laid, 
To whom too narrow swaddlings are our spheres : 
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Run, shepherds, run, and solemnise His birth. 

This is that night, — no, day grown great with bliss. 
In which the power of Satan broken is. 
In heaven be glory, peace unto the earth. 

Thus singing through the air the angels swam. 
And cope of stars re-echoed the same. 

William Drummond, 
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** O THAN the fairest day, thrice fairer night ! 
Night to best days ! in which a sun doth rise. 
Of which that golden eye, which clears the skies. 
Is but a sparkling ray, a shadow light : 
And blessed ye, in silly pastors' sight. 

Mild creatures, in whose warm crib now lies 
That heaven-sent Youngling, holy-maid-born Wight, 

Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies: 
Blest cottage that hath flowers in winter spread. 
Though withered, blessed grass, that hath the grace 
To deck, and be a carpet to that place." 
Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 
Before the Babe, the shepherds bowed on knees. 
And springs ran nectar, honey dropped from trees. 

William Drummond. 
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It was the calm and silent night ! 

Seven hundred years and fifty-three 
Had Rome been growing up to might. 

And now was queen of* land and sea! 
No sound was heard of clashing wars ; 

Peace brooded o'er the hushed domain ; 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, and Mars, 

Held undisturbed their ancient reign. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago ! 

'T was in the calm and silent night ! 

The senator of haughty Rome 
Impatient urged his chariot's flight. 

From lordly revel rolling home ! 
Triumphal arches, gleaming, swell 

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway 
What recked the Roman what befel 

A paltry province far away. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago ! 

Within that province far away. 

Went plodding home a weary boor ; 

A streak of light before him lay. 

Fallen through a half-shut stable-door 

Across his path. He paused, for nought 
Told what was going on within : 
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rioiv keen the stars ! his only thought ; 
The air how calm, and csid, and thin, 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries agu ! 




Oh, strange indifference ! — low and high, 
Drowsed over common joys and cares ; 

The earth was still, but knew not why j 
The world was listening— 
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How calm a moment may precede 

One that shall thrill the world for ever ! 
To that still moment none would heed 
Man's doom was linked, no more to sever, 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago ! 

It is the calm and silent night ! 

A thousand bells ring out, and throw 
Their joyous peals abroad, and smite 

The darkness — charmed and holy now ! 
The night that erst no shame had worn, 

To it a happier name is given ; 
For in the stable lay, new-born, 

The peaceful Prince of earth and heaven. 
In the solemn midnight. 
Centuries ago ! 

Alfred Domett, 



No room for Judah's daughter, David's Heir, 
In their own cit}^ ? There was greater dearth 
Of loyal faith than room. That wondrous birth. 

Which the glad choirs of heaven in songs declare, 

Mortals regard not. Room was none to spare. 
Or in the crowded khan or halls of mirth. 
For Him, the Prince of all the kings of earth ! 

The Holy Family a stable share ! 
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There was no room upon Judea's throne : 

The Idumean, Caesar's vassal, reigned. 
The Long-expected came unto His own. 

And to receive their King His own disdained. 
Ah, such is still man's blind, ungrateful part. 
There is no room for Christ within the heart ! 

Josiah Conder, 
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Now let us sing with joy and mirth. 
In honour of the Saviour's birth ; 
For His love and humanity. 
Who gave Himself for us to die. 

By Adam we were all forlorn. 
But now Christ Jesus to us born 
Has freed us from captivity. 
And vanquished has our enemy. 

When He was born none did Him snib 
To lie right lowly in a crib ; 
An ox, an ass, right tenderly. 
Refreshed His humanity. 

His Godhead needeth no support. 
For it was full of all comfort. 
Which equal is in aU degree 
Unto His Father's majesty. 
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The angels sang with merriness 
Unto the herdsmen, more and less. 
And bade them of good comfort be. 
For Christ's new nativity. 

For ye were all at God's horn,* 
This Babe to you that now is born. 
Shall make you safe and for you die. 
And you restore to liberty. 

This Babe for you did shed His blood. 
And hanged dead upon the rood ; 
And for His great humanity. 
Exalted is His majesty. 

And now He is our Advocate, 
Praying for us both early and late ; 
This can the Scripture verify. 
In so far as a man is He. 

Therefore, all time, and tide, and hour. 
Pass unto Him as Mediator, 
Betwixt His Father's wrath and thee. 
Of sin if thou wilt cleansed be. 



* Outlawed 5 an old Scottish phrase i outlawry was proclaimed at the Market 
Cross with three blasts of the horn. This old poem is given above in a somewhat 
modernised version. 
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For He has promised with His heart 
To sinners all that will revert. 
And from their sinful life will flee. 
To reign with Him eternally. 

To Gcd the Father give we glare. 
Also to Christ for evermore ; 
The Holy Ghost exalted be. 
Worker of this nativity ! 



Old Scottish Carol. 



Why liest Thou in stable, 

Creator of all r 
Why pulest Thou in cradle. 

Restorer from fall : 
Art a King? where 's Thy bravery, 
And courtiers to slaver Thee, 

And hall of high cheer ? 
All about Thee is penury. 
Poverty's seignory, 

A strange court is here ! 

Led by love for this human 

Race hither I came, 
Itself to death dooming 

Through baseness and blame ; 
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By this my poverty. 
In rich robes of dignity 

Coming to dress thee ; 
By my nativity. 
With offering of purity 

Willing to bless thee. 

With a million of praises 

I laud Thee, I laud Thee ! 
For Thy marvellous graces 

I applaud, I applaud Thee ! 
Be laud and thanksgiving, 
And praise to our living 

Friend in high heaven ! 
To whom, without ceasing. 
Power, honour, and blessing, 

By angels are given. 

J. R. S. [from the Latin), 



She gave with joy her virgin breast ; 

She hid it not, she bared the breast 

Which suckled that divincst babe. 

Blessed, blessed were the breasts 

Which the Saviour-infant kissed. 

And blessed, blessed was the mother 

Who wrapt His limbs in swaddling-clothes ; 
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Singing placed Him on her lap. 

Hung o'er Him with her looks oflove. 

And soothed Him with a lulling motion. 

Blessed ! for she sheltered Him 

From the damp and chilling air ; 

Blessed, blessed for she lav 

With such a babe in one blest bed, 

Close as babes and mothers lie ; 

Blessed, blessed evermore. 

With her virgin lips she kissed. 

With her arms and to her breast 

She embraced the babe divine. 

Her babe divine the virgin mother ! 

Blessed mother, virgin pure. 

In the darkness and the night 

For us she bore the heavenly Lord. 

Ottfriedy translated by S. T. Coleridge, 



Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
** Glory to the new-born King, 
** Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
" God and sinners reconciled." 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
"Glory to the new-born King !" 
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Joyful, all ye nations, rise. 
Join the triumph of the skies. 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
** Glory to the new-born King !*' 

Christ by highest Heaven adored, 

Christ the everlasting Lord ! 

Late in time behold Him come. 

Offspring of a Virgin's womb. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
** Glory to the new-born King ! " 

Hail the heaven- born Prince of Peace ! 

Hail the Sun of Righteousness! 

Light and life to all He brings. 

Risen with healing in His wings. 
Hark ! the herald angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-born King ! " 



Mild He lays His glory by. 
Born that man no more may die : 
Born to raise the sons of earth. 
Born to give them second birth. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
** Glory to the new-born King ! " 



Wesley. 
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SONG OF THE ANGELS. 

While shepherds watched their flocks by night. 

All seated on the ground. 
The angel of the Lord came down 

And glory shone around. 

** Fear not," said he (for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind), 
" Glad tidings of great joy I bring 

To you and all mankind. 

" To you, in David's town, this day 

Is born of David's line 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord; — 

And this shall be the sign : 

" The heavenly Babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed. 
All meanly wrapt in swathing-bands. 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels, praising God, and thus 

Addressed their joyful song: 

" All glory be to God on high. 

And to the earth be peace ; 
Good-will henceforth from heaven to men 

Begin, and never cease ! " 

Nahum Tate, 



CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS. 



Awake, glad heart ! get up, and sing ! 
It is the birthday of thy King. 

Awake ! awake ! 

The sun doth shake 
Light from his locks, and, all the way 
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day. 

Awake ! awake ! hark how the wood rings. 
Winds whisper, and the busy springs 

A concert make ! 

Awake ! awake ! 
Man is their high-priest, and should rise 
To offer up the sacrifice. 

I would I were some bird, or star. 
Fluttering in words, or lifted far 

Above this inn 

And road of sin ! 
Then, either star or bird, should be 
Shining or singing still to Thee. 
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I would I had in my best part 

Fit rooms for Thee ! or that my heart 

Were so clean as 

Thy manger was ! 
But I am all Hlth, and obscene ; 
Yet, if Thou wilt. Thou canst make clean. 

Sweet Jesu ! will then ; let no more 
This leper haunt and soil Thy door ! 

Cure him, ease him. 

Oh, release him ! 
And let once more, by mystic birth. 
The Lord of life be born in earth. 



HcKry Vaughan, 



O LOVELY voices of the sky. 

That hymned the Saviour's birth ! 
Are ye not singing still on high. 

Ye that sang, ** Peace on earth ?" 
To us yet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in days gone by. 
Ye blessed the Syrian swains, 

O voices of the sky ! 
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O clear and shining light, whose beams 

That hour heaven's glory shed 
Around the palms, and o'er the streams. 

And on the shepherds* head ; 
Be near, through life and death. 

As in that holiest night 
Of Hope, and Joy, and Faith, 

O clear and shining light ! 

O star which led to Him, whose love { 

i 

Brought down man's ransom free ; j 

Where art thou ? — 'midst the hosts above, i 

May we still gaze on thee ? — 
In heaven thou art not set. 

Thy rays earth might not dim — ! 

Send them to guide us yet, i 

O star which led to Him ! 

Felicia Hemans. 



All after pleasures as I rid one day. 

My horse and I, both tired, body and mind. 
With full cry of affections, quite astray, 

I took up in the next inn I could find. 
There when I came, whom found I but my dear. 

My dearest Lord, expecting till the grief 
Of pleasures brought me to Him, ready there 

To be all passengers' most sweet relief? 
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Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted light. 
Wrapped in night's mantle, stole into a manger. 

Since my dark soul and brutish is thy right. 
To man of all beasts be not Thou a stranger ! 

Furnish and deck my soul, that Thou mayst have 
A better lodging, than a rack or grave. 

The shepherds sing, and shall I silent be ? 

My God, no hymn for Thee? 
My soul's a shepherd too ; a flock it feeds 

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The pasture is Thy word ; the streams. Thy grace 

Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 

Out-sing the daylight hours. 
Then we will chide the sun for letting night 

Take up his place and right : 
We sing one common Lord ; wherefore he should 

Himself the candle hold. 

1 will go searching, till I find a sun 

Shall stay till we have done ; 
A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly, 

As frost-nipt suns look sadly. 
Then we will sing, and shine all our own day. 

And one another pay : 
His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twine. 
Till even his beams sing, and my music shine. 

George Herbert, 
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Christ, whose redemption all does free. 

Son of the Father, who alone. 
Before the world began to be. 

Didst spring from Him by means unknown ; 

Thou His clear brightness ! Thou His light ! 

Thou everlasting hope of all ! 
Observe the prayers which in Thy sight 

Thy servants through the world let fall. 

O dearest Saviour, bear in mind. 
That of our body Thou, a child. 

Didst whilom take the natural kind. 
Bom of the Virgin undefiled ! 

This much the present day makes known. 

Passing the circuit of the year. 
That Thou from Thy high Father's throne 

The world's sole safety didst appear. 

The highest heaven, the earth and seas. 
And all that is within them found. 

Because He sent Thee us to ease. 

With mirthful songs His praise resound. 

We also, who redeemed are 

With Thy pure blood from sinful state. 
For this Thy birthday will prepare 

New hynms this feast to celebrate. 
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Glory, O Lord, be given lo Thee, 

Whom the unspotted Virgin bore ; 
And glor\' to Thee, Father, be. 

And the Holv Ghost, for evermore ! 

William Drummond, 
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My soul, why art thou thus deject ? 
And why art thou disturbed in me ? 

Trust thou in God ; His aid expect : 
Who is the only help for thee. 
And doth thy sighs and sorrows see. 

Oh, that He once the heavens would reave. 
And so come down. For prophets tell, 

Behold a Virgin shall conceive 
A Son, fore-4iamed Emmanuel, 
Who shall descend with us to dwell. 

And see : that heavenly news comes down. 
That joy to all men shall afford : 

This day is born, in David's town, 
A Saviour, which is Christ the Lord, 
According to His Holy Word. 
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This is tlie day tlie Lord hath made : 
Lei us rejoice therein with mirth. 
And be not thou, my aoul, so sad : 




But, since thy God is born on earth. 
Sing hallelujah at His birth. 

Ifilliam AusU 
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PEACE. 

My soul, there is a country 

Afar beyond the stars. 
Where stands a winged sentry 

All skilful in the wars. 
There, above noise and danger. 

Sweet Peace sits crowned with smiles. 
And one born in a manger 

Commands the beauteous files. 
He is thy gracious friend. 

And (oh, my soul, awake !) 
Did in pure love descend. 

To die here for thy sake. 
If thou canst get but thither. 

There grows the flower of Peace, 
The Rose that cannot wither. 

Thy fortress and thy ease. 
Leave then thy foolish ranges ; 

For none can thee secure. 
But One, who never changes. 

Thy God, thy Life, tHy Cure. 

Henry Faugban, 
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O Saviour, whom this holy morn 

Gave to our world below ; 
To mortal want and labour horn. 

And more than mortal woe ! 

Incarnate Word ! by every grief. 

By each temptation tried. 
Who lived to yield our ills relief. 

And to redeem us died ! 

If, gaily clothed and proudly fed. 

In dangerous wealth we dwell ; 
Remind us of Thy manger-bed. 

And lowly cottage cell. 

If, pressed by poverty severe. 

In envious want we pine. 
Oh, may the Spirit whisper Hear, 

How poor a lot was Thine ! 

Through fickle fortune's various scene. 

From sin preserve us free ; 
Like us Thou hast a mourner been. 

May we rejoice with Thee ! 

Reginald Heber. 
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God rest you merry, gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay. 

For Jesos Christ our Saviour 
Was bom upon this day ; 

IS all t'rom Satan's power. 



When V 



e gone astray. 
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O tidings of comfort and joy, * 

For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on Christinas Day. 

In Bethlehem in Jewry 

This blessed Babe was born, 
And laid within a manger. 
Upon this blessed morn ; 
The which His mother Mary, 
Nothing did take in scorn. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on Christmas Day. 

From God our Heavenly Father 

A blessed angel came. 
And unto certain shepherds 

Brought tidings of the same ; 
How that in Bethlehem was born 
The Son of God by name. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on Christmas Day. 

Fear not then, said the angel. 

Let nothing you affright. 
This day is born a Saviour, 

Of virtue, power, and might. 
So frequently to vanquish all 
The friends of Satan quite. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on Christmas Day. 
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The shepherds at these tidings 

Rejoiced much in mind. 
And left their flocks a feeding. 
In tempest, storm and wind. 
And went to Bethlehem straightway. 
This blessed babe to find. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was bom on Christmas Day. 

But when to Bethlehem they came. 

Where as this infant lay. 
They found him in a manger 
Where oxen feed on hay. 
His mother Mary kneeling. 
Unto the Lord did pray. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our/Saviour was born on Christmas Day. 

Now to the Lord sing praises. 

All you within this place. 
And with true love and brotherhood 

Each other now embrace. 
This holy tide of Christmas 
All others doth deface. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 

For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on Christmas Day. 

Old Carol, 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL, 

SUNG TO KING CHARLES I. AT WHITEHALL. 

CHORUS. 

What sweeter music can we bring 
Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our Heavenly King ? 
Awake the voice ! awake the string ! 
Heart, ear, and eye, and everything. 
Awake ! the while the active finger 
Runs division with the singer. 

I. 
Dark and dull night, fly hence away. 
And give the honour to this day. 
That sees December turned to Mav. 

II. 

If we may ask the reason, say 

The why and wherefore all things here 

Seem like the spring-time of the year ? 

III. 

Why does the chilling winter's morn 
Smile like a field beset with corn ? 
Or smell like to a mead new shorn. 
Thus on the sudden ? 
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IV. 

Come and see 
The cause why things thus fragrant be : 
*T is He is born, whose quickening birth 
Gives life and lustre, public mirth. 
To Heaven and the under Earth. 

CHORUS. 

We see Him come, and know Him ours. 
Who with His sunshine and His showers. 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 

I. 

The Darling of the world is come, 
And fit it is we find a room 
To welcome Him. 

11. 

The nobler part 
Of all the house here, is the heart. 

CHORUS. 

Which we will give Him ; and bequeath 
This holly and this ivy wreath. 
To do Him honour who's our King, 
And Lord of all this revelling. 

Robert Her rick. 
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CHURCH-DECK] NG. 

Would that our scrupulous sires had dared to leav 
Less scanty measure of those graceful rites 
And usages, whose due return invites 

A stir of mind too natural to deceive; 

Giving the memory help when she could weave 
A crown for Hope! — I dread the boasted ligh 
Thai all too often are but fiery blights, 

Killing the bud o'er which in vain we grieve. 
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Go, seek, when Christmas snows discomfort bring. 
The counter-spirit found in some gay church 
Green with fresh holly, every pew a perch 

In which the linnet or the thrush might sing, 
Merry and loud, and safe from prying search. 

Strains offered only to the genial spring. 

IVilliam Wordsworth. 



How many hearts are happy at this hour 

In England ! Brightly o'er the cheerful hall 

Flares the heaped hearth, and friends and kindred meet. 

And the glad mother round her festive board 

Beholds her children, separated long 

Amid the wide world's ways, assembled now, 

A sight at which affection lightens up 

With smiles the eye that age has long bedimmed. 

I do remember when I was a child 

How my young heart, a stranger then to care. 

With transport leaped upon this holy day. 

As o'er the house, all gay with evergreens. 

From friend to friend with joyful speed I ran, 

Bidding a merry Christmas to them all. 

Robert Southey. 
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CHRISTMAS MINSTRELSY. 

ADDRESSED TO THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH. 

The minstrels played their Christmas tunc 
To-night beneath my cottage eaves ; 

While, smitten by a lofty moon. 

The encircling laurels, thick with leaves. 

Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen. 

That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze 
Had sunk to rest w^ith folded wings : 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze. 
Nor check the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand ! 

And who but listened ? — till was paid 

Respect to every inmate's claim. 
The greeting given, the music played. 

In honour of each household name. 
Duly pronounced with lusty call. 
And " Merry Christmas " wished to all ! 

Oh, brother ! I revere the choice 

That took thee from thy native hills ; 

And it is given thee to rejoice : 
Though public care full often tills 

(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 
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Yet would that thou, with me and mine, 
Hadst heard this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on other faces shine 
A true revival of the light. 

Which Nature and these rustic powers. 

In simple childhood, spread through ours ! 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected annual rounds ; 

Whether the rich man's sumptuous gate 
Call forth the unelaborate sounds. 

Or thev are offered at the door 

« 

That guards the lowliest of the poor. 

How touching, when, at midnight, sweep 
Snow-muffled winds, and all is dark. 

To hear — and sink again to sleep ! 
Or, at an earlier call, to mark. 

By blazing fire, the still suspense 

Of self-complacent innocence ! 

The mutual nod, — the grave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o'er ; 

And some unbidden tears that rise 

For names once heard, and heard no more ; 

Tears brightened by the serenade 

For infant in the cradle laid. 

Ah ! not for emerald fields alone. 

With ambient streams more pure and bright 
Than fabled Cytherea's zone 

Glittering before the Thunderer's sight. 
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Is to my heart of hearts endeared 

The ground where we were born and reared. 

Hail, ancient manners ! sure defence. 

Where they survive, of wholesome laws ; 

Remnants of love whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws ; 

Hail, usages of pristine mould. 

And ye that guard them, mountains old ! 

Bear with me, brother ! quench the thought 
That slights this passion, or condemns ; 

If thee fond Fancy ever brought 

From the proud margin of the Thames, 

And Lambeth's venerable towers, 

To humbler streams and greener bowers. 

Yes, they can make, who fail to find. 

Short leisure even in busiest days. 
Moments to cast a look behind. 

And profit by those kindly rays 
That through the clouds do sometimes steal. 
And all the far-oiF past reveal. 

Hence, while the imperial city's din 

Beats frequent on thy satiate ear, 
A pleased attention I may win 

To agitations less severe. 
That neither overwhelm nor cloy. 
But fill the hollow vale with joy ! 

William Wordsworth. 
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MUSIC ON CHRISTMAS MORNING. 



Music I love, but never strain 
Could kindle raptures so divine. 

So grief assuage, so conquer pain. 

And rouse this pensive heart of mine- 
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As that we hear on Christmas morn. 
Upon the wintry breezes borne. 

Though darkness still her empire keep. 
And hours must pass ere morning break; 

From troubled dreams, or slumbers deep. 
That music kindly bids us wake : 

It calls us, with an angel's voice. 

To wake, and worship, and rejoice ; 

To greet with joy the glorious morn. 
Which angels welcomed long ago, 

When our redeeming Lord was born. 
To bring the light of Heaven below ; 

The Powers of Darkness to dispel. 

And rescue Earth from Death and Hell. 

While listening to that sacred strain. 
My raptured spirit soars on high ; 

I seem to hear those songs again 
Resounding through the open sky, 

That kindled such divine delight 

In those who watched their flocks by night. 

With them I celebrate His birth — 
Glory to God in highest heaven, 

Good will to men, and peace on earth. 
To us a Saviour-king is given : 

Our God is come to claim His own. 

And Satan's power is overthrown ! 
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A sinless God, for sinful men, 
I Descends to suffer and to bleed ; 

[ Hell must renounce its empire then : 

The price is paid, the world is freed. 
And Satan's self must now confess 
That Christ has earned a right to bless. 

Now holv Peace mav smile from heaven. 
And heavenly Truth from earth shall spring- 
The captive's galling bonds arc riven. 
For our Redeemer is our King ; 
And He that gave His blood for men 
Will lead us home to God again. 

Acton Bell. 
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THE CIRCUMCISION. 



Ye flaming powers, and winged warriors bright. 
That erst with music, and triumphant song 
First heard by happy watchful shepherds' ear. 
So sweetly sung your joy the clouds along 
Through the soft silence of the listening night ; 
Now mourn, and if sad share with us to bear 
Your fierv essence can distil no tear. 
Burn in your sighs, and borrow 
Seas wept from our deep sorrow : 
He who with all heaven's heraldry whilere 
Entered the world, now bleeds to give us ease ; 
Alas, how soon our sin 
Sore doth begin 
His infancy lo seize ! 
O more exceeding love or law more just ? 
Just law, indeed, but more exceeding love ! 
For we, by rightful doom remediless. 
Were lost in death, till He that dwelt above 
High throned in secret bliss, for us frail dust 
Emptied His glory, even to nakedness ; 
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And that great covenant which we still transgress 

Entirely satisfied. 

And the full wrath beside 

Of vengeful Justice bore for our excess. 

And seals obedience first with wounding smart 

This day, but, oh, ere long 

Huge pangs and strong 

Will pierce more near His heart. 

John Milton, 



O HAPPY day, when this our state 
With Jesus* blood was consecrate I 
O happy day, when first the Lord began 
To bare the arm which rescued ruined man ! 

Scarce born in this our solitude. 
The little Infant pours His blood ; 
To be the earnest of His endless love. 
The prelibation of His death to prove. 

Entering the world. His Father's will 

Instant He hastens to fulfil ; 
And is beforehand with the day of death, 
Marked as the victim ere He yields His breath. 
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In very pity for our thrall, 

He thus becomes the criminal ; 
Made 'neath the law, He hastes its yoke tj bear. 
That from that yoke He may His people spare. 

The law is slain by that same sword 
By which it dares to smite the Lord ; 
A holier Jaw begins which shall prevail, 
The holier law of love which cannot fail. 

Thee of a virgin-mother born. 

In Whom is centred endless morn. 
We praise Thee, bless Thee, worship and adore. 
With Father, and with Spirit, evermore. 

Isaac Williams {from the Latin). 



Lo ! the eighth bright morn is flinging 
Far and wide its ruddy fire ; 

And obedient hands are bringing 
To the law the young Messiah ; 

Babe begotten not adopted, 
Co-eternal with the Sire. 
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Yea, the breathing of the Spirit 

O'er the holy maiden blows ; 
Whence, a virgin uncornipted. 

She endured no mother's throes. 
Whom her pure and stainless offspring 

As His own chaste parent chose. 

Thence did aged Simeon gladly 

In his arms the Infant take ; 
And embracing and exulting 

At the Lord's salvation spake : — 
" Now in peace dismiss Thy servant. 

Lord, for Thy great mercy's sake." 

Thence, too, hoary Anna, walking 

In her chaste and holy mood. 
Who from youth's fair flower and spring-tide 

Still had lived in widowhood. 
There the wide world's future Sovereign 

In that wailing Infant viewed. 

Straightway with the law accordant 
Forth their hallowed gifts they reach. 

Turtles twain — a pair of pigeons. 
Twofold is the type of each ; 

For of body and of spirit 

They the twofold pureness teach. 

Now in Him the Circumcision 
Of the old Law thev fulfil ; 
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While each testament He provcth. 

As the record of His will. 
Who, in Trinity abiding, 

All things wrought and worketh still. 

Glory, honour, laud and worship. 

Ever be to God most high ; 
To the Father, Son and Spirit, 

Unto all eternity. 
Praise be given, as power belongeth. 

Praise that never more shall die. 

W. J. Blew, 



Jerusalem, why are thy voices dumb ? 

Where, sons of Jacob, are your notes of glee ? 
Behold ! the Lord God, whom ye seek, doth come 

To-day unto His temple suddenly. 

Where stand the Levite bands their King to greet ? 

What waiting guards attend upon His state ? 
One lowly Virgin beareth up the street 

Her first-born Son unto thy temple gate. 

Her forty days of loneliness are o'er ; 

What present doth the virgin-mother bring ? 
The two young pigeons from her scanty store. 

And Him, the full sufficient ofFering. 
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Haply, to-day, with pomp and profFercd gold. 
Young noble mothers sought the holy dome. 

Paid the full price that Moses bade of old. 

And bore their ransomed treasures proudly home ; 

But not for them the prophet's eye, grown dim 

With watchful years, lit up in ecstasy ; 
Nor aged Anna looked in them for Him 

Whom she had served so long, so patiently. 

And when resistless broke the glowing word, 
" Now let Thy servant die, my work is done ; 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the Lord :" 
The prophet looked upon the virgin's Son. 

He was the perfect sacrifice foreshewn 

By shadowy type of old and symbol high ; 

The first-born of unnumbered sons, alone 
In Him accepted, and in Him brought nigh. 

No treasured gold shall buy Him back again, 
Self-ofFered gift to shrive a whole world's sin : 

Open thy gates ; the Victim and His train 

Draw near ; the virgin bears her First-born in. 

C. F. H. 
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O THOU who art enthroned on high. 
In peace now let Thy servant die, 

Whos; hope on Thee relies : 
For Tliou, whose words and deeds are 
At length hast Thy salvation shown 

To these my ravished eyes ; 



By Thee, before Thy hands displayed 
The heavens, and earth's foundation laid. 
Unto the world decreed ; 
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A lamp to give the Gentiles light, 
A glory, oh, how infinite ! 
To Israel's faithful Seed. 

George Sandjs. 



SiON, thine hallowed gates unfold. 
The priest and victim, Christ behold ; 
To Truth let empty figures yield. 
Truth, that to all stands self-revealed. 

Whom seers discerned with far-off ken. 
Thou givest to the eyes of men, 
Th}self, O Christ, with words of might 
Ere long the astonished ear to smite. 

The maiden meek, with downcast eye. 
Conscious of hidden Deity, 
Bears in her arms the God she bare, 
With the young doves, her votive pair. 

Her forty days she kept right well. 
True mother of God's Israel, 
A mother-maid, of God the shrine. 
Yet entering not the fane divine. 

Alas ! what swords thy soul shall wound, 
O virgin, born to grief profound ; 
The Lamb, that in thy breast doth lie. 
With blood that altar-stone shall dye. 

W. J. Blew. 



\ 



THE EPIPHANY. 



Who are they, travelling from afar. 
With jewelled gift and incense fine ? 

No merchants homeward bound they are. 
No sons of Jacob's chosen line. 

For now the sun that rose so bright 

For all the earth, has dawned in heaven. 

Far lands have felt the breaking light. 
The temple's veil will soon be riven ; 

And mercy, like a gentle star. 

Looks down from heaven, and leads them on. 
From Eastern scenes of pomp and war 

To worship at a cradle throne. 

The wandering star has ceased to roam ; 

Calm falls her radiance, pure and mild. 
On yonder Jewish peasant's home, 

On yonder low-born Jewish child. 
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Laid on a virgin mother's knee> 

No waiting guards, no pomp around. 

The wise men joy exceedingly. 

The Monarch whom they sought is found. 

They kneel before their Infant King, 

And all their treasured gifts unfold. 
In costly homage offering 

The myrrh, the incense, and the gold. 

And meet it was all earth should send 

A tribute of her costliest things ; 
And meet it was her kings should bend 

In homage to the King of kings. 

Great kings for Christ great things have done ; 

He bade them nurse His Church below ; 
And brighter crowns their brows have won. 

At His dear cross adoring low. 

C. F. H. 



Deep in Sabea's fragrant groves retired. 
Long had the Eastern sages studious dwelt^ 
By love sublime of sacred science fired : 

Long had they trained the inquiring youth. 
With liberal hand the bread of wisdom dealt, 



^ 
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And sung in solemn verse mysterious truth. 
The sacred characters they knew to trace 

Derived from Egypt's elder race ; 
And all that Greece, with copious learning fraught. 
Through different schools, by various masters taught; 

And ajl Arabia's glowing store 
Of fabled truths and rich poetic lore ; 
Stars, plants and gems, and talismans they knew, 
And far was spread their fame, and wide their praises grew. 

The admiring East their praises spread ; 
But with uncheated eyes themselves they viewed ; 

Mourning they sat with dust upon their head. 

And oft in melancholy strain 
The fond complaint renewed, 
How little yet they knew, how much was learned in vain.- 

For human guilt and mortal woe, 

Their sympathising sorrows flow ; 
Their hallowed prayers ascend in incense pure ; 

They mourned the narrow bounds assigned 
To the keen glances of the searching mind. 

They mourned the ills they could not cure. 

They mourned the doubts they could not clear, 

They mourned that prophet yet, nor seer. 

The great Eternal had made known. 
Or reached the lowest step of that immortal throne. 

And oft the starrv cope of heaven beneath. 

When day's tumultuous sounds had ceased to breathe. 
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With fixed feet, as rooted there. 
Through ihe long night they drew the chilly air; 
While sliding o'er their head. 
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In solemn silence dread. 
The ethereal orbs their shining course pursued. 
In hoiy trance enwrapt the sages stood. 

With folded arms laid on their reverend breast. 
And lo that Heaven they knew, their orbons addrest. 
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A Star appears : they marked its kindling beam. 
O'er night*s dark breast unusual splendours stream : 

The lesser lights that deck the sky. 
In wondering silence softly gliding by. 
At the fair stranger seemed to gaze. 
Or veiled their trembling fires, and half withdrew their rays. 

The blameless men the wonder saw. 
And hailed the joyful sign with pious awe ; 

They knew 'twas none of all the train 
With which, in shadowy forms and shapes uncouth. 

Monsters of earth and of the main. 

Remote from nature as from truth. 
Their learned pens the sky had figured o'er : 
No star with such kind aspect shone before ; 
Nor e'er did wandering planet stoop so low 
To guide benighted pilgrims through this vale of woe. 

The heavenly impulse they obey. 

The new-born light directs their way ; 
Through deserts never marked by human tread. 
And billowy waves of loose unfaithful sand, 
O er many an unknown hill and foreign strand 

The silver clue unerring led. 
And peopled towns they pass, and glittering spires ; 
No cloud could veil its light, no sun could quench its fires. 

Thus passed the venerable pilgrims on. 

Till Salem's stately towers before them shone. 
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And soon their feet her hallowed pavements prest ; 

Not in her marble courts to rest, — 

From pomp and royal state aloof. 

Their shining guide its beams withdrew ; 

And points their path, and points their view. 
To Bethlehem's rustic cots, to Mary's lowly roof. 

There the bright sentinel kept watch. 

While other stars arose and set ; 

For there, within its humble thatch. 
Weakness and power, and heaven and earth were met. 

Now, sages, now your search give o'er. 

Believe, fall prostrate, and adore ! 
Here spread your spicy gifts, your golden offerings here ; 

No more the fond complaint renew 

Of human guilt and mortal woe, ^ 
Of knowledge checked by doubt, and hope with fear : 

What angels wished to see, ye view : 

What angels wished to learn, ye know; — 
Peace is proclaimed to man, and heaven begun below. 

Mrs, Barbauld. 



Fair eastern star, that art ordained to run 

Before the sages, to the rising sun. 

Here cease thy course, and wonder that the cloud 

Of this poor stable can thy Maker shroud : 

Ye, heavenly bodies, glory to be bright. 

And are esteemed as ye are rich in light : 
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But here on earth is taught a different way. 

Since under this low roof the Highest lay ; 

Jerusalem erects her stately towers. 

Displays her windows, and adorns her bowers ; 

Yet there thou must not cast a trembling spark. 

Let Herod's palace still continue dark ; 

Each school and synagogue thy force repels. 

There Pride, enthroned in misty errors, dwells. 

The temple where the priests maintain their quire, 

Shall taste no beam of thy celestial fire. 

While this weak cottage all thy splendour takes, 

A joyful gate of every chink it makes. 

Here shines no golden roof, no ivory stair. 

No king exalted in a stately chair. 

Girt with attendants, or by heralds styled. 

But straw and hay enwrap a speechless Child ; 

Yet Saba's lords before this Babe unfold 

Their treasures, offering incense, myrrh, and gclJ. 

The crib becomes an altar ; therefore dies 

No ox nor sheep, for in their fodder lies 

The Prince of Peace, who, thankful for His bed. 

Destroys those rites, in which their blood was shed : 

The quintessence of earth He takes and fees. 

And precious gums distilled from weeping trees. 

Rich metals and sweet odours now declare 

The glorious blessings which His laws prepare. 

Sir John Beaumont. 
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That ao Thy blessed birth, O Christ, 

Might through the world be spread about. 
Thy star appeared in the East, 




Whereby the Gentilw found Thee o 
And offering Thee myrrh, incense, goli 
Thy threefold office did unfold. 
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Sweet Jesus, let that star of Thine, 

Thy grace, which guides to find out Thee, 

Within our hearts for ever shine. 

That Thou of us found out mayest be : 

And Thou shalt be our King therefore. 

Our Priest, and Prophet evermore. 

Tears that from true repentance drop. 
Instead of myrrh present will we ; 

For incense, we will offer up 

Our prayers and praises unto Thee ; 

And bring for gold each pious deed. 

Which doth from saving faith proceed. 

And as those wise men never went 

To visit Herod any more. 
So, finding Thee, we will repent 

Our courses followed heretofore ; 
And that we homeward may retire. 
Our way by Thee we will inquire. 



George Wither, 



Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ! 

Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid ! 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning. 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 
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Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining. 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Him in slumber reclining. 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all! 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion. 

Odours of Edom and offerings divine? 
Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean. 

Myrrh from the forest or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation : 

Vainly with gifts would His favour secure : 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ! 

Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid ! 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 

Reginald Heber. 



Sons of men, behold from far. 
Hail the long-expected Star ! 
Jacob's star that gilds the night. 
Guides bewildered nature right. 
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Fear not hence that ill should flow. 
Wars or pestilence below. 
Wars it bids and tumults cease. 
Ushering in the Prince of Peace. 

Mild He shines on all beneath, 
Piercing through the shade of death. 
Scattering error's wide-spread night. 
Kindling darkness into light. 

Nations all, far off and near, 
Haste to see your God appear ! 
Haste, for Him your hearts prepare ; 
Meet Him manifested there ! 

There behold the day-spring rise. 
Pouring eye-sight on your eyes ; 
God in His own light survey. 
Shining to the perfect day. 

Sing, ye morning-stars, again, 
God descends on earth to reign. 
Deigns for man his life to employ ; 
Shout, ye sons of God, for joy ! 



Wesley. 
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First of cities, Bethlehem, 

Hail, most favoured ! When He came. 
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Saviour of the human race. 

Thee the Godhead deigned to grace. 

Brighter than the sun's briglit car. 
And more glorious was the star. 
Which in Thee, new-born from high. 
Told the incarnate Deity. 

Him what time the Magians saw. 
Forth their Orient gifts they draw ; 
Prostrate they with vows unfold 
Myrrh, and frankincense, and gold. 

Frankincense and gold they bring. 
To announce their God and King : 
Spice of aromatic myrrh. 
To announce His sepulchre. 

Jesus, let Thy name be blest. 
To the Gentiles manifest ; 
To the Father glory be. 
With the Spirit, and with Thee ! 

Bishop Mant [from the Latin). 
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THE EARNEST EXPECTATION. 

Wise men of seekers wisely speak ; 
I know that I was born to seek. 
The wise are sure that man is blind. 
And I that they who seek shall find. 

Tlicrcforc I wear out painful years 
Sifting what is and what appears. 
And if the things which seem conceal 
What is, or if in signs reveal. 

I sought in height and in descent. 

If any sign could represent 

Him whom to be my thoughts proclaim. 

But not the secret of His name. 

Seeking, I found that all things sought. 
With eager stretching of the throat. 
Through the world's chambers wide and high 
His Son and likeness to descry. 

And some upon the ceiling gazed, 
Where sun and moon and planets blazed. 
In height and purity and rest 
Finding the type of first and best. 

Along the verdure- vested floor 
Others I saw insanely pore. 
And watch with idiot, awe-struck eye. 
Ox, crocodile, or horned fly. 
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Where mountains nursed their lonely pride. 
Where restless ocean heaved and sighed. 
Where sea-like heaved the windv wood. 
Came some to worship solitude. 

Some what they vainly sought around 
As vainlv in each other found, 
And claimed the homage of the world 
For youth and strength and ringlets curled. 

From glittering swell of billows green 
A lovely apparition seen, 
Of locks like night and limbs like day. 
Lured some from higher dreams away. 

But beauty's sweetness soon must cloy. 
And use kills awe, and care kills joy. 
And damp suspicion quenches trust. 
And hope's sweet savour ends in dust. 

Strange horror ! to see nature tired. 
And how corruption all admired. 
Adored the charnel, bribed the grave. 
And called on Death himself to save ; 

How trembling took the place of love. 
And Chance the place of God above ; 
The living shuddered at the dead. 
And fiends stood by the sleeper's bed. 
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Thus saw I how all Nature sought. 
And with her stretched my weary throat ; 
And still, though wise men wisely speak, 
I know that I was born to seek. 

What see I ? Shepherds with their flock. 
And cattle stabled in a rock, 
A wistful star the stable spying, 
A maiden in the stable lying. 
An infant in a cradle crying. 

Vainly men worship thee, O star. 
Now humbly watching from afar ; 
Vainly adore the brutes, that wait 
Like suppliants round a palace-gate. 



Vainly thy beauty, maiden fair. 
Adoring thine own Infant there ; 
The hours of ignorance are run. 
And all the gods adore the Son. 



Write nature satisfied ! Oh, write 
The age-long darkness merged in light ! 
Approach; the name thou knewest not, thou 
Shalt read on yonder Infant's brow. 

7. R^ S. 
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I 




THE WISE MAN AND THE STAR. 

Alone I sit and muse and gaze, 
Summon to aid ihe starry fires, 

Cry " Rescue " to the wandering rays. 
And tell the night of my desires. 

Does Heaven take thought for things below. 

Or guide to that which men would know : 

This golden roof majcstical. 
This brai-e o'erhanging canopy. 
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This roof star- fretted crowning all, — 
Ah, yes ! but man delights not me. 
And woman's love brings respite brief 
To older and outliving grief. 

Why ha\'e we wisdom to perceive 
That breath and motion are not life. 

Yet when these lower things we leave 
To seek the nobler, find but strife ? 

Eternal life is life alone ; 

Eternal life, to us unknown ! 

Why own we this heaven-rolling ball. 
And rule it with supreme command. 

And force their hidden treasures all 

From blustering sea and stubborn land ; 

Why eagerly all riches claim. 

Yet know not what to do with them ? 

Why do we leave the woodland shade. 

And from the acorn turn away. 
To live in homes our hands have made 

And make the rugged soil obey. 
And marshal dense brigades of wheat 
To keep off want from our retreat ; 

Then to ourselves turn fiercer foes. 

And mar the work ourselves have wrought. 

With our own race in conflict close. 

Then boast the strength with which we fought. 
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Sowing in joy to reap in woe ? 
Must this last ever, I would know ? 

Or must that so just-seeming boast. 

That we alone in cities live. 
Assembled in confederate host 

To law and right their dues to give. 
Yield to confession not less just 
That law at length gives place to lust ? 

And why alone of all the kinds 

Know we the love that conquers time. 

And through the union of two minds 
Beyond the years and periods climb. 

If envious disuniting death 

Leaves rottenness for sense and breath ? 

Why do the wanderers of the wild. 
Hating their horns and painted hide, 

Envy our aspect calm and mild. 

The woman's grace and manhood's pride, 

Jf we by pain and sickness may 

Be made far uglier than they ? 

Mine is not all a vain complaint. 

And something in that heaven hath ears. 

Nor yet I feel my spirit faint. 

Nor dry my fount of hopeful tears, 

I feel my faith still mounting higher 

Upon the gale of strong desire. 
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Wide, mighty heaven, inscrutable ! 

Show us the link 'twixt us and thee ; 
At length thy close-kept secret tell 

Of what we are and what shall be ; 
Does Death in slaying cause to live. 
And in dividing union give r 

And does the vanitv we own. 

The power that still in weakness ends. 
That show wc are not yet full-grown. 

This show to what pur being tends : 
We ask thee then to let us see 
The man that we were meant to be. 

He shall confound the fiendish voice 
That bids us use our gifts for bread. 

Or make the conqueror's selfish choice. 
And steal a diadem for our head. 

Or trifle with our God-given powers. 

As though they were not God's but ours. 

Then social peace shall stand revealed. 
And God's Jerusalem appear. 

When each dividing discord healed 
The elements again cohere, 

Nor pride usurp, nor fraud betray. 

Nor sluggards grudgingly obey. 

The wasting ills that we endure. 

And death that severs heart from heart. 



^ 
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Not to prohibit but to cure 

Should be the heaven-sent Angel's part ; 
Nor should he be exempt from death. 
But should recal his parted breath. 

That none may dream that griefs bygone 
Have been endured and cured in vain ; 

That none 'neath present ills may groan 
As those that hope no term of pain; 

Then when men step into the grave, 

There may be light in that dark cave. 

Enough ! enough ! I know not well 
E'en what it is which I would know ; 

But this too must that Angel tell. 

Answer and question both must show ; 

But not by dreaming will this be ; 

Almost my dream had cheated me. 

Yet, while from this lone height I gaze 
On that cold heaven and those cold fires. 

Oh, might some kindly sudden blaze 
But send me one of two desires. 

Or flash me death and solve it so, 

Or guide to that which I would know ! 

7. R. S. 
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THE MASSACRE OF THE INNOCENTS. 



Sat, yc celestial guards, who wait 

In Bechlehcm, round the Saviour's palace gate. 

Say, who are these on golden wings. 

That hover o'er the new-born King of king!. 

Their palms and garlands telling plain 

That they are of the glorious martyr train. 

Next to yourselves ordained to praise 

His Name, and brighten as on Him they gaie ! 
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But where their spoils and trophies? where 
The glorious dint a martyr's shield should bear ? 
How chance no cheek among them wears 
The deep-worn trace of penitential tears. 
But all is bright and smiling love. 
As if, fresh-born from Eden's happy grove. 
They had flown here, their King to see. 
Nor ever had been heirs of dark mortality? 

Ask, and some angel will reply, 

** These, li^e yourselves, were born to sin and die, 

But ere the poison root was grown, 

God set his seal, and marked them for His own ; 

Baptized in blood for Jesus* sake, 

Now underneath the cross their bed they make. 

Not to be scared from that sure rest 

By frightened mother *s shriek, or warrior's waving crest. 

Mindful of these, the first-fruits sweet 

Borne by the suffering Church her Lord to greet ; 

Blessed Jesus ever loved to trace 

The "innocent brightness" of an infant's face. 

He raised them in His holy arms. 

He blessed them from the world and all its harms : 

Heirs though they were of sin and shame, 

He blessed them in His own and in His Father's name. 

Then as each fond unconscious child 
On the everlasting Parent sweetly smiled. 
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(Like infants sporting on the shore. 

That tremble not at Ocean's boundless roar,) 

Were they not present to Thy thought. 

All souls, that in their cradles Thou hast bought ? 

But chiefly these, who died for Thee, 

That Thou mightest live for thtm a sadder death to see. 

And next to these. Thy gracious word 

Was as a pledge of benediction, stored 

For Christian mothers, while they moan 

Their treasured hopes, just born, baptized and gone. 

Oh, joy for Rachel's broken heart ! 

She and her babes shall meet no more to part ; 

So dear to Christ her pious haste 

To trust them in His arms, for ever safe embraced. 

She dares not grudge to leave them there. 

Where to behold them was her heart's first prayer ; 

She dares not grieve — but she must weep. 

As her pale placid martyr sinks to sleep, 

Teaching so well and silently 

How, at the shepherd's call, the lamb should die : 

How happier far than life the end 

Of souls that infant-like beneath their burthen bend. 

yokn Keble. 
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That rage whereof the psalm doth say. 

Why are the Gentiles grown so mad ? 
Appeared in part upon that day. 

When Herod slain the infants had ; 
Yet, as it saith, they stormed in vain ; 

(Though many innocents they slew,) 
For, Christ they purposed to have slain. 

Who all their counsels overthrew. 

Thus still vouchsafe Thou to restrain 

All tyrants. Lord, pursuing Thee ; 
Thus let our vast desires be slain. 

That Thou mayest living in us be : 
So whilst we shall enjoy our breath. 

We of Thy love our songs will frame ; 
And with those innocents, our death 

Shall glorify Thy name. 

In type those many died for one ; 

That One for many more was slain ; 
And what they felt in act alone. 

He did in will and act sustain. 
Lord grant, that what Thou hast decreed 

In will and act we may fulfil ; 
And though we reach not to the deed. 

From us, O God, accept the will. 

George Wither. 
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Oh WEEP not o'er thy children's ccmb! 

O Rachd, weep not so ; 
The bud is crept by martyraom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow ! 



Firstlings cf faith ! the muiderer's knife 
Has missed its deadliest aim ; 

The God for whom they gave their life. 
For them to suffer came ! 
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Though evil were their days and few. 

Baptized in blood and pain, 
He knows them, whom they never knew, 

And they shall live again. 

Oh weep not o'er thy children's tomb ; 

O Rachel, weep not so ! 
The bud is cropt by martyrdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow. . 

Reginald Heber. 



THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 

'TIS noon, — the sun is in the sky ; 

And from his broad and burning ray 
To groves and glens the shepherds fly. 

Where welcome shade excludes the day ; 
Or rest where sparkling waters play, 

Like fairy streams of liquid gold, — 
Such as mysterious legends say, 

Around the fire-king's palace rolled. 

Behold yon scattered group recline. 
Beneath a tall oak's ample shade ; 

A form ofmanly port benign. 

And one who seems the loveliest maid. 
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Save that within her arms is laid 
An infant, like his mother fair ; 

Though never earth-bom babe displayed 
Such beauties as are blended there. 



No tints of healthful crimson glow 

In that fair infant'? polished cheek ; 
Paler his brow than mountain snow. 

His dove-like eyes serenely meek. 
No smiles around his lips bespeak 

I'he joy of heart to childhood given ; 
But vain, O vain, it were to seek 

For charms of earth in Child of Heaven ! 



For this is He, the mystic Child ! 

Yea, this the virgin's promised Son ! 
Behold the mother undefiled ! 

Behold her babe, — the Holy One! 
And do they wander forth alone. 

By Israel slighted or forgot ? 
And when the Highest seeks " His own,' 

Do e'en ** His own" receive Him not? 

Thomas Dale. 
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THE REPOSE OF THE HOLY FAMILY. 



Undek a palm-tree, bv the green old Nile. 

Lulled on Hia mother's breast, the fair child licS; 
With do\'e-like breathings, and a tender smile 

Brooding ab^vc the slumber of His eyes ; 
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While, through the stillness of the burning skies, 

L'J ! the dread works of Egypt's buried kings. 
Temple and pyramid, beyond Him rise. 

Regal and still as everlasting things. 
Vain pomps ! from Him, with that pure, flowery cheek. 

Soft shadowed by His mother's drooping head, 
A new-born spirit, mighty, and yet meek. 

O'er the whole world like vernal air shall spread. 
And bid all earthly grandeurs cast the crown. 
Before the suffering and the lowly, down. 

Felicia Hem am. 




THE KINGDOM. 



The groans of Nature in this nether world, 
Which Heaven has heard for ages, have an end. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets sung. 
Whose fire was kindled at the prophets' lamp. 
The time of rest, the promised sabbath, comes. 
Six thousand years of sorrow have well-nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world ; and what remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the working of a sea 
Before a calm, that rocks itself to rest : 
For He, whose car the winds are, and the clouds 
The dust that waits upon His sultry march. 
When sin hath moved Him, and His wrath is hot. 
Shall visit earth in mercy; shall descend 
Propitious in His chariot paved with love : 
And what His storms have blasted and defaced 
For man's revolt, shall with a smile repair. 
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Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Not to be wronged by a mere mortal touch : 
Nor can the wonders it records be sung 
To meaner music, and not suffer loss. 
But when a poet, or when one like me, 
Happy to rove among poetic flowers. 

Though poor in skill to rear them, lights at last i 

On some fair theme, some theme divinely fair. 
Such is the impulse and the spur he feels. 
To give it praise proportioned to its worth. 
That not to attempt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a task more arduous still. 

O scenes surpassing fable, and yet true. 
Scenes of accomplished bliss; which who can see, ' 

Though but in distant prospect, and not feel ! 

His soul refreshed with foretaste of the joy ? • 

Rivers of gladness water all the earth. 
And clothe all climes with beauty; the reproach 
Of barrenness is past. The fruitful field ' 

Laughs with abundance ; and the land, once lean. 
Or fertile only in its own disgrace. 
Exults to see its thistly curse repealed ; 
The various seasons woven into one. 
And that one season an eternal spring. 
The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence. 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 
The lion, and the libbard, and the bear 
Graze with the fearless flocks : all bask at noon 
Together, or all gambol in the shade 
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Of the same grove, and drink on 
Antipathies are none. No foe i 




Lurks in the serpent now; the mother see?. 
And smiles to see, her infant's playful hand 
Stretched forth to dally with the crested worn 
To stroke his azure neck, or to receive 
The lambsnt homage of his arrowy tongue. 
All creatures worship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no place: 
That creeping pestilence is driven away : 



1 68 



The Kingdom, 



The breath of heaven has chased it. In the heart 

No passion touches a discordant string. 

But all is harmony and love. Disease 

Is not : the pure and uncontaminate blood 

HolJs its due course, nor fears the frost of age. 

One song employs all nations : and all cry, 

** Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain for us ! " 

The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 

Shout to each other, and the mountain-tops 

From distant mountains catch the flying joy : 

Till, nation after nation taught the strain. 

Earth rolls the rapturous Hosanna round. 

Behold the measure of the promise filled ; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun the sacred city shines: 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 

Fbck to that light, the glory of all lands 

Flows into her : unbounded is her joy. 

And endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 

Nebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there; 

The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba's spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

Praise is in all her gates ; upon her walls. 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts. 

Is heard salvation. Eastern Java there 

Kneels with the native of the farthest West ; 

And Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand. 

And worships. Her report has travelled forth 

Into all lands. From every clime they come 
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To see thy beauty, and to share thy joy. 





O Sion ! an assembly such as earth 

Saw never, such as heaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heavenward all things tend. For all were once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. 
So God has greatly purposed ; who would else 
In his dishonoured works Himself endure 
Dishonour, and be wronged without redress. 
Haste, then, and wheel away a shattered world. 
Ye slow-revolving seasons ! we would see 
(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 
A world that doLS not dread and hate his laws. 
And suffer for its crime ; would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronounces good. 
How pleasant in itself what pleases Him ! 

Come, then, and, added to Thy many crowns. 
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth. 
Thou who alone art worthy ! It was Thine 
By ancient covenant, ere Nature's birth ; 
And Thou hast made it Thine by purchase since. 
And overpaid its value with Thy blood. 
Thy saints proclaim Thee King ; and in their hearts 
Thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipped in the fountain of eternal love. 
Thy saints proclaim Thee King ; and Thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The dawn of Thy last advent, long desired. 
Would creep into the bowels of the hills. 
And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 
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Come, then, and, added to Thy many crowns. 
Receive yet one, as radiant as the rest. 
Due to Thy last and most effectual work. 
Thy word fulfilled, the conquest of a world! 

William Cozvper, 



Ah ! what time wilt Thou comer when shall that cry. 

The " Bridegroom's coming ! " fill the sky ? 

Shall it in the evening run 

When our words and works are done ? 

Or will Thy all-surprising light 

Break at midnight, 
When cither sleep, or some dark pleasure 
Possesseth mad man without measure ? 
Or shall these early, fragrant hours 

Unbck Thy bowers ? 
And with their blush of light descry 
Thy locks crowned with eternity? 
Indeed, it is the only time 
That with Thy glory doth best chime ; 
All now are stirring, every field 

Full hymns doth yield ; 
The whole creation shakes off night. 
And for thy shadow looks the light ; 
Stars now vanish without number. 
Sleepy planets set and slumber. 
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Tht Kingdom, 

The pursy clouds disband and scatter, 
All expect some sudden matter ; 
Not one beam triumphs, but from far 
That Morning-Siar, 




Oh at what time soever Thou, 
Unknown to us, the heavens wilt bow. 
And, with Thy angels in the van. 
Descend to judge poor careless man. 
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Grant, I may not like puddle lie 

In a corrupt security. 

Where, if a traveller water crave, 

He finds it dead, and in a grave ; 

But as this restless, vocal spring 

All day and night doth run, and sing. 

And though here born, yet is acquainted 

Elsewhere, and flowing keeps untainted ; 

So let me all my busy age 

In Thy free services engage ; 

And though (while here) of force I must 

Have commerce sometimes with poor dust. 

And in my flesh, though vile and Tow, 

As this doth in her channel, flow. 

Yet let my course, my aim, my love. 

And chief acquaintance be above ; 

So when that day and hour shall come. 

In which Thyself will be the Sun, 

Thou'lt find me drest and on my way, 

Watching the break of Thy great day. 

Henry Vaughan, 



Even thus amid thy pride anJ luxury. 

Oh Earth ! shall that last coming burst on thee. 

That secret coming of the Son of Man. 
When all the cherub -throning clouds shall shine. 
Irradiate with his bright advancing s'gn: 
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When that Great Husbandman shall wave his fan. 
Sweeping, like chafF, thy wealth and pcmp away : 
Still to the noontide of that nightless day, 

Shalt thou thv wonted dissolute course maintain. 
Abrg the busy mart and crowded street. 
The buyer and the seller still shall meet. 

And marriage-feasts begin their jccund strain: 
Still to the pouring out the Cup of Woe: 
Till earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro. 
And mountains molten by His burning feet. 
And heaven His pre£ence own, all red with furnace heat. 

The hundred -gated cities then. 

The towers and temples, named of men 

Eternal, and the thrones of kings : 
The gilded summer palaces. 
The courtlv bowers of love and ease. 

Where still the bird of pleasure sings; 
Ask ye the destiny of them ? 
Go gaze en fallen Jerusalem ! 
Yea, mighiier names are in the fatal roll, 

'Gainst earth and heaven God's standard is unfurled. 
The skies are shrivelled like a burning scroll. 

And the vast common doom ensepulchrcs the world. 

Oh ! who shall then survive ? 
Oh ! who shall stand and live ? 
When all that hath been, is no more : 
When for the round earth hung in air. 
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With all its constellations fair 
In the sky's azure canopy ; 
When for the breathing earth, and sparkling sea, 

Is but a iiery deluge without shore. 
Heaving along the abyss profound and dark, 
A fiery deluge, and without an ark. 

■ 

Lord of all power, when Thou art there alone 

• On Thv eternal fiery- wheeled thrcne, 

That in its high meridian noon 
Needs not the perished sun nor moon : 

When Thou art there in Thy presiding state. 
Wide-sceptred Monarch o'er the realm of doom : 
When from the sea-depths, from earth's darkest womb. 

The dead of all the ages round Thee wait : 

And when the tribes of wickedness are strewn 
Like forest leaves in the autumn of thine ire : 

Faithful and True ! Thou still* wilt save Thine own ! 
The saints shall dwell within the unharming fire. 

Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. 
Even safe as we, by this still fountain's side. 
So shall the Church, Thy bright and mystic Bride, 

Sit on the stormy gulf a halcyon bird of calm. 
Yes, mid yon angry and destroying signs. 
O'er us the rainbow of Thy mercy shines. 
We hail, we bless the covenant of its beam. 

Almighty to avenge, Almightiest to redeem! " 

H. H, Milman. 
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The Lord will ccme ! the earth shall quake. 
The hills their fixed seat forsake; 
And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

The Lord will come! but not the same 

As once in lowly form He came, 

A silent Lamb to slaughter ltd. 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The L'jrd will come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm. 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind. 
Anointed Judge of human-kind ! 

Can this be He who wont to stray 

A pilgrim on the world's highway ; 

By power oppressed, and mocked by pride ? 

Oh God ! is this the Crucified ? 

Go, tyrants I to the rocks complain ! 
Go, seek the mountains' cleft in vain ! 
But faith, victorious o'er the tomb. 
Shall sing for joy — the Lord is come ! 

Reginald Heber, 



E'en now, perchance, wide- waving o'er the land. 
That mighty angel lifts his golden wand. 
Courts the bright vision of descending power. 
Tells every gate, and measures every tower; 
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And chides the tardy seals that yet detain. 

Thy Lion, Judah, from his destined reign. 

And who is He? the vast, the awful form ^ 

Girt with the whirlwind, sandaled with the storm? 

A western cloud around His limbs is spread. 

His crown a rainbow, and a sun His head. 

To highest Heaven He lifts His kingly hand. 

And treads at once the ccean and the land ; 

And, hark ! His voice amid the thunder's roar. 

His dreadful vuice, that time shall be no more ! 
* 
Lo ! cherub hands the golden courts prepare, 

Lo ! thrones arise, and every saint is there ; 

Earth's utmost bounds confess their awful sway. 

The mountains worship, and the isles obey ; 

Nor sun nor moon they need, — nor day, nor night; — 

God is their temple, and the Lamb their light : 

And shall not Israel's sons exulting come. 

Hail the glad beam, and claim their ancient home ? 

On David's throne shall David's offspring reign. 

And the dry bones be warm with life again. 

Hark ! white-robed crowds their deep hosannas raise. 

And the hoarse flood repeats the sound of praise; 

Ten thousand harps attune the mystic song. 

Ten thousand thousand saints the strain prolong ; 

** Worthy the Lamb ! omnipotent to save. 

Who died, who lives, triumphant o'er the grave ! " 

Reginald Heher, 
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